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TO THE 

EARL of BUTE, 

Knight of the ra6ft Noble Ordetf 
of the Garter , &c &c# . 

My LoA-d*' 

X Prefume to prefent to yout lor<fshlt* 
acompleat edition of the Works of 0£ 
fian. They have already been honour- 
ed with your approbation , and have 
beeit received with appfcaufe by men df 
rafte throughout Europe. Thisaddrefs 
therefore is not an endeavour to fecure 
the continuance of the public favout 
through the fan&ion of your namfc. 
KLittle felicitous my felf about the re- 
^ putation of an author , I permit, with 
^ no concern , the Old Bard to take his 
> chance with* the world :\t proceeds , 
S my Lord , from another caufe j the 
v ambition of being hereafter knowi* 
$ to have met with your favour and pro* 
3 aii\, 



D EDICA T I N. 
reftion in the execution of this work f 
an honour which will be envied me r 
perhaps , more Tome time hence than 
at prefent* I throw no reflexions on 
this age , but there is a great debt of 
fame owing to the Earl of Bute., 
which hereafter will be amply paid : 
there isalfo fome share of reputation 
with-held from Oflian y which lefs pre- 
judiced times may beftow.Thisfimila- 
,rity between the Statefman and the 
Poet gives propriety to this dedica* 
tion j though your Lordship's avowed 
patronage of literature requires no ad- 
ventitious aid to diredl to you the 
addrefles ofauthorsJtis withpleafure 
I embrace this opportunity of teftify- 
ing in public with what perfed attach- 
ment 



' > 



I am y 

my Lord r 

your Lordship's- moll humble 
mod obliged , 
and moft obedient fervatf 

JAMES MACPHERC 



A DISSERTATION 

CONCERNING THE 

ANTIQUITY , &c. of the POEMS 
OF 

OSSIAN tfie Son ofFlNGAt, 
Inquiries into tf*e antiquities of 

nations afford more pleafure than 
any real advantage to mankind. The 
ingenious may form fyftetnsof hiftoiy 
on probabilities and a few fads ; but 
at a great diftance of time , their 
accounts muft be vague and uncer- 
tain. The infancy of ftates and king- 
doms is as deftitute of great events , 
as of the means of tranfmitting them 
to pofterity. The arts of polished life, 
by which alone fa&s can be pre- 
ferved with certainty , are the pro- 
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>du&ion of a well-formed community 
Is it then hiftorians begin to write r 
and public transactions ro be worthy 
remembrance. The adionsof former 
rimes are left in obfeurity , or magni- 
fied by uncertain traditions. Hence 
k is that we find fo much of the 
marvellous in the origin of every na- 
tion ; pofterity being always ready 
to believe any thing , however fa- 
bulous , that refle&s honour on their 
anceftors. The Greeks and Romans 
were remarkable for this weaknefs. 
They fwaHowed the n\oftabfurd fables 
concerning the high antiquities of 
, their refpe&ive nations. Good hifto- 
tians , however , rofe very early 
ajnongft them^and cranfmitted^wu' 
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iiftre , their great a&ions ta pofte- 
rity. It is to them that they owe thac 
intivalled fame they wow enjoy ; 
^rhile the great a&ions of other na- 
tions are involved in fables, or loft 
in obfcurity. The Celtic nation* af- 
ford a (biking inftance of this kind. 
They , though- once the mafters of 
Europe from the mouth of the river 
Oby (r) , in Ruflia , to Cape Finif- 
terre , the weftern point of Gallioia 
in Spain , are very little mentioned 
in hiftory. They trufted their feme 
to tradition and the fongs of their 
bardsy which , by the viciffitude of 
human affairs y are long, fuice loft* 
Their ancient language is the onlyf 
. (i)Plui. 1, &. 
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monument tliat remains of them ;ah $ 
the traces of it being found in places 
fa widely diftant from each other » 
fervesbnly to shew the extent of their 
ancient power , but throws very little 
light on their hiflory- 

Of all the Celtic nations t that 
which pofieffed old Gaul is the moft 
renowned y not perhaps on account 
of worth fuperior ta the reft , but 
for their wars with, a people who had 
Biftosians t& tranfmit the fame of 
their enemies , as well as their own r 
to pofterity. Britain wasfirft peopled 
by them, according ta the teftimor 
ay of the befi authors (1) j its filia- 
tion in refped to Gaul makes the opi- 
(.*) C*far. t 5, Tac. Ajgric 1. $• c+%\ 



a dissertation; r 

rion probable j,but what puts it beyond 
ill difpiue , is that the fame cuftoms 
Ltxd language prevailed among the 
inhabitants of both in the days of 
Julius Casfar(*)„ 

The colony from Gaut poflefled 
chemfelves , at firft 5 of that part of 
Britain which was next to their own 
country \ and fpreading northward ± 
by degrees , as they increafed in num^ 
bers y peopled the whole iflancL Some 
adventurers paffing over from thofe 
parts of Britain that are within light 
of Ireland v were the founders of the 
Irish nation: which is a more pro- 
bable ftory than the idle &bles of 
Milefian* and Gallician colonies. Dkk 

|bmp. Mel. Tacitusy ■ " $i) C*f«u# 

It v j, 
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dorus Siculus(i)mentionsitasarhing 
Well known in his time, that the in- 
habitants of Ireland were originally 
Britons j.and his teftimony is unques- 
tionable , when we confider that , for 
many ages , the language and cuftoms 
of both nations, were the fame. 

Tacitus was of opinion that the air^ 
ciem Caledonians were of German* 
cxtraft. By the language and caftoms 
which always prevailed in the North 
of Scotland , and which are undoubt* 
edly Celtic, one would be tempted 
to differ in opinion from that cele- . 
brated writer. The Germans proper** 
ly fo called , were not the fame with. 
$he ancient Celtae. The manners and* 
fe) Diod f Sic. 1. $y* 
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tuftoms- of the two nations were 
fimilar ; but their language dif- 
ferent; The Germans ( i ) are the 
genuine defeendants of the an* 
eient Daae , afterwards well known 
by the nameoSDaci , an&paffed ori^ 
ginally into Europe by the way of . 
the northern countries , and fettled 
beyond the Danube > towards the vaft 
regions of Tranfilvahia , Wallachiay 
and Moldavia 5 and from thence ad- 
vanced by degrees into Germany. The 
Geltae (v) 9 it is certain , fent many 
colonies into that country , all of 
whom retained their own law?, Ian* 
guage, and cuftomsjand it is of thenr,. 

if any colonies came from Germany 

(1) Strabo, 1.7. i 

(?} C*£l« * • iiiv. L j> Tac. de nwr. Ger«j|. 
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into Scotland , that the ancient Caler 
donians were defended* 

But whether the Caledonians were 
6 colony of the Celtic Germans , or 
the fame with the Gauls that firft 
pofTefled themfelves of Britain , is a 
matter of no moment at this ditan- 
ce of time. Whatever their origin 
was , we find them very numerous 
in the time of Julius Agricola , which 
is a prefumption that they were long 
before fettled in the country. The 
form of their government was a mix- 
ture of ariftocraey and monarchy > as 
k was in all the countries where the 
Druids bore the chief fway. Thii 
order of men feems to have beea> 
formed o» the fame fyftem wnhthe 
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Da&yli Idxi and Curetes of the an-^ 
dents. Their pretended intercourfe 
with heaven j their magic and divi-* 
nation were the fame. The knowledge 
of the Druids in natural caufes r 
and the properties of certain things* 
the fruit of the experiments of ages r 
gained them a mighty reputation 
among the people. The efteem of 
the populace foon increafed into a 
veneration for the order j which * 
cunning and ambitious tribe of mei* 
took care to improve ,, to fuch a 
degree , that they , irc * manner ,. 
engrofled the management of civil * 
as well as religious , matters. It is; 
generally allowed that they did not 
abufe this .extraordinary power j ther 
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prefer ving, their character of fan&ity 
was £o eflential to their influence ; 
that they never broke out into vio- 
knee or oppreffion. The chiefs were 
allowed to execute the laws , but the 
legiflative power was entirely in the 
hands of the Druids (i). It was by 
their authority that the tribes were 
united , in times of the greateft dan* 
ger , tinder one head* This tempora- 
ry king , or Vergobretus ( i ) , was 
ehofen by them , and generally laid 
down his office at the end of the war; 
Thefe pried* enjoyed long this ext- 
raordinary privilege among the Cel* 
tic nations who lay beyond the pale of 

the Roman empire. It was in the 

0] Of. 1. 6. 

4*) Fer-gubrcth, the marrto judge.. 
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'Beginning of thefecoiad century that 
theit power among the Caledonians 
begun to decline. The poems that ce- 
lebrate Trathai and Cormac^anceftor* 
to Fingal > are fall of par tiailars con- 
cerning the fail of the Druids , whichi 
account for the total (ilence concern- 
ing their religion in the poems that 
are now given to the public. 

The continual wars of the Cafe~ 
donians againft the Roman* hindered 
the nobility from initiating them- 
felves, as the cuftom formerly was, 
into the order of the Druids. The 
precepts of their religion were con- 
fined to a few , and were not much 
attended to by a people inured to 
var. The Vergobretos> or chief mar 
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giftrate , was chofen without the cort^ 
currence of the hierarchy , or conti- 
nued in his office againft* their wilt 
Continual power ftrengrhened his in- 
tereft among the tribes ,. and enabled 
him to fend down , as hereditary to 
his posterity ,- the office he had only 
received himfelf by ele&ion* 

On occasion of a new war again$ 
the King of the World, as the poems 
emphatically call the Roman empe- 
lor , the Druids * to vindicate the 
honour of the order , began to re- 
fume their ancient privilege of chuf- 
ing the Vergobretus. Garmai , the 
fon of Tarno being deputed by them,; 
came to the grandfather of the cele- 
brated Fiugal 9 who tfarthea Ve*-r 
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gobretus , and commanded him , in 
fhe name of the whole order , to lay 
down his office. Upon his refufal , a 
civil war commenced , which foon 
ended in almoft the total exrirw^iort 
of the religious older of the Druids. 
A few that remained , retired to 
the dark receffes of their groves , 
and the caves they had: formerly 
ufed for their meditations. It is then 
we find them in the circle of ft ones > 
and unheeded by the world* A cotit 
difregard for the order , and utter 
abhorrence 6f the Druidical rites eiv 
fued*Under this cloud of public hate, 
all that had any knowledge of the 
religion of the Druids became ex~ 
tin& * and the nation fell into the 
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laft degree of ignorance of their rites 
and ceremonies* 

It is ao' shatter ofwbndef *hert, 
that Fingai and his fon Qffian make 
fo little y if any * mention of the 
Druids , who were the declared ene- 
mies to their fucceflion in die fii- 
preme magiftraty. It ifra Angular cafe, 
it muft be allowed , that there ate 
no traces of religion in the poems 
afcribed ta Offian j as the poe- 
tical compositions of other nations 
are fo clofely conne&ed with their 
myt^oldgy. It is hard to account for 
it to thofe who are not made ac- 
quainted with the manner of the old 
Scottish bards, That race of men 
carried their notions of martial ho- 
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aour to an extravagant pitch. Any aid 
given their heroes in tattle > wa$ 
jihouglit detogaje from their fame ;' 
and the bards immediately transferred 
\ the g^ory of -the adieu to him wfafc 
had given that aid. 

Had Offian brought dawn Gods; 
as often as Homer hath done , ta 
affift his heroes , this poem had not 
confided of euiogituns on his friends, 
hut of hymns to rfiefe fuperior beings 
To this day , thofe that write in the 
Gaiic language feidom mention rev 
tigion in their profane poetry j and 
when they profefledly write of reli* 
gion , they never interlard with their, 
copapofitions r the adions of theic 
hjroes. This cuftom alone, *ven 
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though the religion of the Druids had 
not been previously extinguished » 
may , in forae meafure , account foe 
Offian's filence concerning the reli- 
gion of his own times. 

To fay , that .a nation is void of 
all religion » is the fame thing as 
to lay , that k does not confift of 
people endued with reafon. The tra- 
editions of their fathers , and their 
ipv/n obfervations on the works of 
jiature , together with that fupetfti- 
tion which is inherent in the human 
frame , have , in. ail ages , raifed in 
the minds of men fome idea of 
a fuperior being,— Hence it is, (hat 
in the darkeft times , and amongft 
ihe moft barbarous nations* the very 
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populace themfelves had fomo faint 
notion # at leaft , -of a divinity. It 
^ould be doing injuftice toOffian, 
<who , upon no occasion , shews a 
narrow mind > to think , that he had 
not opened his conceptions to that 
primitive and greateft of all truths* 
jBut let OiEan's religion be what ijt 
will > it is certain he had no know- 
ledge of Cbriftianity » as there is 
not the lead allufion to it^ or any of 
its rites, in his poem* ; which ab- 
iblutely fixes him to an aera prior to 
the introdu&iog of that religion. The 
perfection begun by Dioclerian , iu 
the year 30} ', is the moft pro* 
feeble time in which tjie fir£ dawm- 
|ng o£ Chriftianity in the norjh of 
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Britain , can be fixed. — The humane 

and mild chara&er of Conftantius 

Chlorus, who commanded then in 

Britain , induced the persecuted 

Chriftians to take refuge under him* 

Some of them , through a zeal to 

propagate their tenets , or through 

fear, went beyond the pale of the 

Roman empire , and fettled among 

Khe Caledonians , who were the more 

ready to liearkento their dodtrines^ 

as the religion of the Druids hadbeeu 

exploded fo long before. 

Thefemiffionaries, either through 

choice , or to give 4flore weight to 

th.e do&rine tfiey advanced , took 

J>o{Teffion of the cells and proves of 

the Druids } and it was from this 

retired 
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tired life they had the name of 
'dices (i) , which , in the language 

the country , fignified fcqucjl$rci 

rfons. It was with one of the CuldecS 

ac Offian , in his extreme old age f ", 

faid to have difpu ted concerning 

e Chriftian religion. This difpute 

ftill extant , and is couched in 
irfe , according to the cuftom of 
e times. The extreme ignorance 
i the part of Oflian , of the Chrift- 
in tenets , shews that religion 
id only been lately introduced , as 
is not eafy to conceive, how one of 
le firft rank could be totally unac~ 
lainced with a religion that had 
»en known for any time in the 

(i) CuIJich. 

Vol. I. b 
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country. The difpuce bears the ge* 
liuine marks of antiquity. The ob- 
solete phrafes and expreffions pecu- 
liar to the times , prove it to be no 
forgery. If Offian then lived at the 
introdu&ion of Chriftianity , as by 
all appearance he did , his epoch will 
be the latter end of the third , and be- 
ginning of the fourth century. What 
puts this point beyond difpute , is 
the allufion in his poems to the hifto* 
ry of the times. 

The exploits of Fingalagainft Ca- 
racul (i) , the fon of the King of the 
World y are among the firft brave 

(i) Carac'huil, terrible eye.Carac-Healla; 
terrible look* Caracctallamh a fort of upper . 
garment^ / 
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a&ions of his youth. A complete 
|>oem , which relates to this fubjed , 
•is printed in this colle&ion. 

In the year 210 the Emperor Sevo* 
tus , after returning from his expedi* 
tions againft the Caledonians , at 
York fell into the tedious itlnefe 
•of whichhe afterwards died. The Ca- 
ledonians and Maiatse t refumirrg 
courage from his indifpofition , took 
arms in order to recover the poffef- 
£ons they had loft. The enraged Em* 
peror commanded his army to march 
into their country , and to deftroy it 
^ith fire and fwotd. His orders 
were but ill executed > for his fon , 
Caracalla , was at the head of the 
army > and his thoughts were «ntke^ 
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ly taken up with the hopes of his fa- 
ther's death, and with fchemes tofup- 
plant his brother Geta.— -He fcarce* 
Iy had entered the enemy's country, 
when news was brought him that Se* 
verus was deatL— A fudden peace it 
patched up with the Caledonians,and f 
as it appears from Dion Caflius , the 
country they had loft to Sevexus wa« 
teftored to them. 

The Caracul of Fingal is no other 
than Caracalla,who, as the fon of Se- 
verus , the Emperor of Rome , whofe 
dominions were extended almoft over 
the known world » was not without 
reafon called in the poems of Ofiian* 
the Son of the King of the World, The 
fpace of time between it I , the year 
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Sever us died,and the beginning of the 
fourth century , is not fo great , but 
Oflian the fon of Fingal , might have 
feen the Chriftians whom the perfe- 
cution under Diocletian had driven 
beyond the pale of the Roman empire, 

Oflian , in one of his many lamen- 
tations on the death of his beloved 
Ton Ofcar , mentions among his great 
a&ions , a battle which he fought 
againft Caros , King of ships , on the 
banks of the winding Carun (i )• It is 
more than probable , that the Caros 
mentioned here, is the fame with the 
noted ufurper Caraufius , who aflum- 
ed the purple in the year 187 , and 
feizingon Britain , defeated the Em* 

(1) Car-avon » Winding river. 

b ii j 
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peror Maximian Herculius , in feve~ 
ral naval engagements , which gives 
propriety to his being called in Of- 
fian's poems , the King of Ships. The 
Winding Carun is that (mall river re* 
wining (till the name of Carron , 
and runs in the neighbourhood of 
Agricola's wail , which Caraufius re- 
paired to obftru& the incurfions of 
the Caledonians, Several other paf- 
fages in the poems allude to the wars 
of the Romans; but the two juft men- 
tioned clearly fix the epoch of Fin- 
gal to the third century j and this 
account agrees exa&ly with the Irish 
hiftories , which place the death of 
Fingal , the fon of Comhal , in the 
/ear *8$ 9 and that o£ Qfox vxi 
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their own celebrated Cairbar , in the 
year ij6. 

Some people may imagine , that 
the allufions to the Roman hiftory 
might have been induftrioufly infer t- 
cd into the poems , to give them the 
appearance of antiquity. This fraud 
muft then have been committed at 
leaft three ages ago , as the paflages in 
which the allu/ions are made , are 
alluded to often in the compofitions 
€>£ thofe times. 

Every one knows what & cloud of 

ignorance and barbarifm overfpread 

the north of Europe three hundred 

years ago. The minds of men,addi&ed 

to fuperftition,contra&ed a narrownefe 

that deftroyed genius. Accordingly 

b iv 
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we find the compofitions /of thofc 
times trivial and puerile to the laft 
degree. But let it be allowed , that , 
amidft all the untoward circumftances 
of the age , a genius might arife , it 
is not eafy to determine what could 
induce him to give the honour of 
his compofitions to an age fo remote. 
We find no fad that he has advanced* 
to favour any defigns which could be 
entertained by any man vho lived ia 
the fifteenth century. But should we 
fuppofe a poet , through humour , or 
for reafons which cannot be feen at 
this diftance of time , would afcribe 
his own competitions to Oflian , it is 
next to impoflible, that he could in> 
pofe upon his countrymen , when aU 
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of them were fo well acquainted 
with the traditional poems of theij; 
anceftors. 

The ftrongeft obje&i on to the au- 
thenticity of the poems now given 
to the public upder the name of Of- 
fian , is theimprobability of their be- 
ing handed down by tradition through. 
fo many centuries. Ages of barbarifm, 
fome will fay , could nor produce 
poems abounding with the difinrerefl> 
ed and generous fentiments (6 con-* 
fpicuous in the compositions of Of- 
fian y and could thefe ages produce 
them , it is impoflible but they muft 
be loft , or altogether corrupted in a 
long fucceffion of barbarous genera- 
tions* 
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Thefe obje&ions naturally fuggeJfc 
themfelves to men unacquainted with 
the ancient (late of the northern parts: 
of Britain. The bards > who were an 
inferior order of the Druids , did not 
share their bad fortune. They were 
fpared by the vi&orious king , as it 
Was through their means only he 
could hope for immortality to his 
feme. They attended him in the 
camp , and contributed to eftablish 
his power by their fongs. His great 
a&ions were magnified , and the po- 
pulace , wh<j had no ability to exa- 
mine into his chara&er narrowly f 
were dazzled with his fame in the 
rhimes of the bards. In the mean 
time , men afliimed fentiments that 
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are rarely to be met with in an age 
of barbarifm.Thebards who were ori- 
ginally the difciples of the Druids ^ 
had their minds opened , and their 
ideas enlarged , by being initiated m 
the learning of thar celebrated orders 
They could form a perfe& hero m 
their own minds j and afcribe that 
chara&er to their prince. The inferior 
chiefs made this ideal chara&er the 
model of their condudfc , and by de- 
grees brought their minds to that 
generous fpirit which breathes in all 
the poetry of the times. The prince, 
flattered by his bards , and rivalled 
by his own heroes > who imitated his 
chara&er as defcribed in the eulogies 

of his-poets, endeavoured to excel his 

b v j 
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people in metrites he was above then* 
in ftation. This emulation continu- 
ing , formed at laft the general cha- 
ta&er of the nation , happily com- 
pounded of what is noble in barba- 
rity , and virtuous and generous in 
a polished people. 

WTien virtue in peace , and bra- 
very in war , are the chara&eriftics of 
a nation , their a&ions become in-* 
terefting , and their fame worthy of 
immortality. A generous fpirit is 
warmed with noble actions , and be- 
comes ambitious of perpetuating 
them. This is the true fource of that 
divine infpiration, to which the poets 
of all ages pretended. When they 
found their themes inadequate to the 
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Varmrh of their imaginations , they 
Varnished them over with fables>fup- 
plied by their own fancy * or furnishr 
edby abfurd traditions. Thefe fables, 
however ridiculous , had their abet- 
tors \ pofterity either implicitly be-^ 
lieved them , or through a vanity nar 
tural to mankind , pretended that 
tfyey did. They loved to place the 
founders of their families in the days 
of fable,when poetry, without the fear 
of comradi&ion, could give what cha*- 
ra&ers she pleafed of her heroes. It is 
to this vanity that we owe the prefer 
vation of what remain of the works 
of Oflian. His poetical merit made 
his heroes famous in a country where 
heroifin was much efteemed and ad- 
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mired. The pofterity of thefe heroes, 
or thofe who pretended to be defend- 
ed from them , heard with pleafure 
the eulogiums of their anceftors j 
bards were employed to repeat them. 
This fpecies of composition was not 
committed to writing , but delivered 
by oral tradition (i). The care they 
took to have the poems taught to 
their children , the uninterrupted 
cuftom of repeating them *pon cer- 
tain occafions,and the happy meafure 
of the verfe , ferved to preferve them 
for along timeuncorrupted. Thisotal 
chronicle of the Germans was not for- 
got in the eighth century , and it pro- 

(i) UAbbide la BUtttric , Remarque* fur 
la Germanic. 
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bably would have remained to thii 
day , had not learning , which thinks 
every thing, that is not committed to 
writing, fabulous , been introduced- 
It was from poetical traditions that 
GarcillalTo compofed his account of 
the Yncas of Peru. The Peruvians had 
loft all other monuments of their hif- 
tory , and it was from ancient poems 
which his mother , a princefs of the 
blood of the Yncas , taught him in 
his youth , that he colle&ed the ma- 
terials of his hiftory. If other nations 
then, that had been often over-run by 
enemies , and had fent abroad and re- 
ceived colonies , could , for many 
ages , preferve , by oral rradition f 
their laws and hiftories uncorrupted^ 
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it is much more probable that the 
ancient Scots y a people fo free of in- 
termixture with foreigners , and fo 
ftrongly attached to the memory of 
their anceftors , had the works of their 
bards handed down with great purity. 
It will feem ftrange to fome , that 
poems admired for many centuries in 
one part of this kingdom should be 
hitherto unknown in the other j and 
that the British , who have carefully 
traced out the works of genius in 
other nations , should fo long remain 
ftrangers to their own. This , in a 
grqat meafure , is to be imputed to 
thofe who underftood both languages 
and never attempted a translation* 
They , from being acquainted but 
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vhh detached pieces , or from a mcn 
defty y which perhaps the prefenc 
translator ought , in prudence, to 
have followed * defpaired of making 
the compositions of their bards agree* 
able to an English reader. The manner 
of thofe compofitions is fo different 
from other poems , and the ideas fo 
confined to the mod earjy ftate of 
fociety , that it was thought they had 
not enough of variety to pleafe a po- 
lished age. 

This was long the opinion of the 
rranflator of the following colle&ion ; 
and though he admired the poems, 
in the original , very early , and ga- 
thered part of them from tradition 
For his own amufement j yet he never 
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had the fmalleft hopes of feeing them 
in an English drefs. He was fallible 
that the ftrength and manner of both 
languages were very different , and 
that it was next toimpoflible to trans- 
late the Galic poetry into any thing 
of tolerable English verfe j a profe 
. translation he could never think of, 
as it muft neceflarily fall short of the 
ttiajefty of an original. 

It is therefore highly probable, 
that the compofitions of Offian would 
have ftill remained in the obfcurity 
of a loft language , had not a gentle- 
man , who has himfelf made a figure 
in the poetical world , infifted with 
the prefent editor for a literal profe 
tranflation of fome detached piece* 
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He approved of the fpecimen , and * 
through him > copies came to the 
hands of feveral people of tafte in. 
Scotland. 

Frequent rranfcription and the cor* 
regions of thofe , who thought thejr 
mended the poems by modernizing 
the ideas , corrupted them to fuch a 
degree y that the tranflator was in-* 
duced to hearken to the felicitations 
of a gentleman defervedly efteemed 
in Scotland , for his tafte and know-* 
ledge in polite literature , and pub- 
lished the genuine copies under the 
title of Fragments of Ancient Poetry* 
The fragments , upon their firft ap- 
pearance , were fo much approved of, 
that feveral people of rank , as well 
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as rafte , prevailed with the translator 
to make a journey to the Highlands 
and weftern ifles,in order to recover 
what remained of the works of Of- 
fian the fon of Fingal , the bed , as 
well as mod ancient of thofe who are 
celebrated in tradition for their poe- 
tical genius. A detail of this journey 
would be both tedious and unenter« 
taining ; let it fuffice therefore that 
after a peregrination of fix months 
the tranflaror colle&ed from trad 
lion , and fome manufcriprs , all t 
poems in the following colleftic 
and fome more ftill in his han 
though rendered lefs complete by 
ravages of time. 

The action of the poem that f 
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the firft , wis not the greateft or moft 
celebrated of the exploits of Fingal. 
His wars were very numerous , and 
each of them afforded a theme which 
employed the genius of his fon. Bur, 
excepting the prefent poem , thofe 
pieces are in a great meafure ioft,and 
there only remain a few fragments 
of them in the hands of the tranfla* 
tor. Tradition has ftill prefer ved, in 
many places , the ftory of the poems j 
many now living have heard them f 
in their youth , repeated* 

The complete work , now prints 
ed , would , in a short time , have 
shared the fate of the reft. The geniu* 
of the Highlanders has fuffered a great 
change within thefe few years. Thai 
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communication with the reft of the 
ifland is open , and the introduction 
of trade and manttfa&ures has deftroy- 
cd that leifare which was formerly de- 
dicated to hearing and repeating the 
•poems of ancient times. Many have 
ji owl earned to leave their mountains, 
and feek their fortunes in a milder 
climate jandxhough a certain amor pa? 
tri d may fometimes bring thenxback, 
.they have , during their abfence f 
imbibed enough of foreign man* 
ners to defpife the cuftoms of their 
«nceftors. Bards have been longxlif* 
tried Y and the fpirit of genealogy 
has greatly fubfided. Men begin to 
fee lefs devoted to their chiefs , and 
confanguinity is not fo much regard- 
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«d. When property is eftablished , tho 
human mind confines its views to the 
pleafuresitprocures.lt does not go 
back to antiquity , or look forward 
tp fucceeding ages. The cares of life 
kicreafe , and the adions of other 
times no longer amufe. Hence it is i 
that the tafte for their ancient poetry; 
is at a low ebb among the Highlanders. 
They have not , however f thrown off 
the good qualities of their anceftors* 
Hofpitality ftill fubfifts , and an un- 
common civility to ftrangers. Friend- 
ship is inviolable , and revenge le£s 
blindly followed than formerly. 

To fpeak of the poetical merit of 
the poems , would be an anticipation 
on the judgment of the public : and 
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all that can be faid of the cranflacion I 
is , that it is literal > and that fim- 
plicity is ftudied. The arrangement 
of the words in the original is imi- 
tated , and the inverflons of the ftyle 
obferved. As the tranflator claims no 
merit from his verfion, he hopes for 
the indulgence of the public where 
he fails. He wishes that the imper- 
fedfc femblance he draws , may not 
prejudice the world againft an ori- 
ginal , which contains what is beau- 
tiful in Simplicity > and grand in ths 
fubiime. 
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ARGUMENT to Book fc 

Cuckullin , (general of the Irish tribes , in the 
minority of Cormac , king of Ireland ) 
fitting alone beneath a tree ± at the gate of 
Tura t a cafile of Ulfier , ( the other chiefs 
having gone on a hunting party to Cromla* 
a neighbouring hill ) is informed of the 
landing of Swaran > king of Lochlin , by 
Moran , thefon ofFithil* oneofhisfcouts% 
He convenes the chiefs ; a council is held* 
and difputes run high about giving battle 
to the enemy. Connal > the petty king of To*, 
gorjna , and an intimate friend of Cuckul- 
lin , was for retreating^ till Fingal * kutg 
of thofe Caledonians who inhabited the 
north-weft coaft of Scotland i whofe aid 
had been previoufly follicited , should arri* 
*ve ; but Calmar , thefon ofMatha^ lord 
of Lara » a country in Connaught, was for 
engaging the enemy immediately. — CuM. 
chuUin* of himfelf willing to fight, went 
into the opinion of Calmar. Marching to* 
wards the enemy , he miffed three of his 
brave fi heroes % Fergus > Duchomar * and 
Caithbat. Fergus arriving j tells Cuchul- 
lin of the death of the two other chiefs / 
which introduces the affecting epifode of 
Morna, the daughter of Cormac. — The 
army of Cuckullin is dej cried at a diftan*\ 
ce by Swaran , who fent the fon of jirn* 
to obferve the motions of the enemy * 
while he himfelf ranged Ids fonts in or<Ut v 
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of battle. — The fon of Arno returning 
* $o Swaran , defer ibes to him Cuchullin * 
chariot , and the terrible appearance of 
that hero. The armies engage, but night 
corning on % leaves the vicjory undecided. 
Cuchullin , according to the hofpitality of 
the times 9 fends to Swaran a formal in- 
vitation to a feafi , by his bard Carril, 
the fon of Kinfena. — Swaran refufes to 
come. Carril relates to Cuchullin theftory 
of Grudar and Brajfolis. A party * by 
Connats advice , is fent to obferve the 
enemy ; which clofes the aftiqn of the 
frfi days 
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CuCHULLIN (i) fit by Turf« 
wall j by the tree of the ruffling leaf. — His 

(i) Cuchullin , or rather Cuth-Uilin , the voice of 
Zfllin, a poetical name given the fon of £emo by thd 
bards , from is commanding the forces of the Ptovin* 
ce of If Ifter againft the Ferbotg or? fidge * who were 
in poAeflion of Conaaught. Cuchullin when very 
young married Bragela the daughter of Sorglan , 
and pafling over into Ireland , lived for fonic time 
with Connal , grandfon by a daughter to Conga ( 
the petty king of U tiler. His wifdom and valour 
ic a fhotc time gained him fuch reputation , thac 
in the minority of Cormac the fupremc king of 
Ireland , he was chofen guardian to the young king , 
and fole manager of the war againft Swaran king 
of Lochlin. After a feries of great actions he wag 
killed in battle fomewhere in Connaught , in the 
twenty-feventh year of his age. He via* Co wecov^ 
kable for his /rrength , that to AefctYbe a> flttotv%«^tk 
k has patted into a proyetb * » He Y*a* \^t foxsw^ 
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fpear leaned againft the mofly rock. His 
shield lay by him on the grafs. As he thought 
of mighty Cairbar ( I ) , a hero whom he (lev 
in war ; the fcout (2) of the ocean came > 
Moran (3) the fou of Fithil. 

Rife , faid the youth , Suchullin , rife ;. 
I fee the ships of awaran. Cuchullin , many 
are the foe : many the heroes of the darkr 
xolling fea. 

Moran! replied the blue- eyed chief , tho& 
ever trembleft , fon of Fithil : Thy fears have 
much increafed the foe. Perhaps it is the 
king (4) of the lonely hills coming to aij 
me on green Ullin's plains* 

of Cuchullin.* They shew the remains of his pa- 
lace at Dunfcaich in the Ifle of Skye 3 and a (lone 
to which he bound his dog Luath , goes itill by 
Jus name. 

(1) Cairbar or Cairbie ngni£e*a ftrong man. 

(i) "We may conclude from Cuchuilin's applying 
fo early for foreign aid , that the Irish were not 
then fo numerous as they have mice been j which 
is a great prefumption againft the high antiquities 
of that people. We have the teftimony of Tacitus 
that one legion only was thought fufficient , in the 
time of Agricola , to reduce the whole Ifland under 
the Roman yoke y which would not probably have 
been the cafe , had the Ifland been inhabited for 
any number of centuries before. 

()) Moran fignifies many *, and Fithil , or rather 
Jili, an inferior bard. 
(4) Fiogal the fon of ComhaJ r and Morna the 
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: I faw their chief, fays Moran , tall as a 
rock of ice. His fpear is like that blafted fir* 
His shield like the rifing moon. He fat on a 
rock on the shore : his dark hoft rolled, like 
clouds , around him. — Many , chief of men 1 
f faid , many are onr hands or war. — Well art 
thou named , the Mighty Man , but many 
mighty men are feen from Tura's windy 
walls. — He antVered, like a wave on a 
rock, who in this land appears like me? 
Heroes ftand not in my prefence : they fall 
to earth beneath my hand. None can meet 
Swajran in the fight but Fingal , king of 
/tormy hills. Once we wreftled on the heath 
ibf Malmor (i), and our heels overturned the 
wood. Rocks fell from their place; and 
jivulets , changing thekcourfe , fled murmur- 
ing frorq our ftrife. Three days we renewed 
out ftrife , and heroes flood at a diftance and 
trembled. On the fourth , Fingal fays , thac 
the king of the ocean fell} but Swaran fays, 

daughter of Thaddu. His grandfather was Trathal," 
and great grandfather Trenmor , both of whom 
are often mentioned in the poem.— Trenmor , ac- 
cording ro tradition , had two Tom ; Trathal, who' 
fucceeded him ia the Kingdom of Morvcn , and 
Cpnar , called by the bards Conor the great , who 
was ele&ed king of all Ireland , and was the an- 
ceftor of that Cormac who fat on the Irish throne 
when the invasion of Swaran happened. It may not 
be improper here to obferve , that the accent ought 
always ,to be placed on the laft fy liable of Pingalr 

{ i ) Meal-m6r — a great hilt. 

A W 
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he ftood. Lee dark Cuchullin yield to him that 
is ftrong as the ftorms of Malmor. 

Jfo : replied the blue-eyed chief, I will 
never yield to man. Dark Cuchullin will be^ 
great or dead. Go , Fichifs fon , and take my 
lpear : ftrike the founding shield of Cabait ( i)» 
It hangs at Tura's ruftling gate; the found of 
peace is not its voice. My heroes shall hear 
on the hill. 

He went and (truck the bofly shield. The 
hills and their rocks replied. The found foread 
along the wood : deer ftart by the lake of roes. 
Curach (2) leapt from the founding rock; and 
Connalof the bloody {pear. Crugal's^) breail 
of fnow beats high. The fon of Favi leaves 
the dark-brown hind. It is the shield of war, 
faid Ronnar , the (pear of Cuchullin ,faid Lu- 

gar. Son of the tea , put on thy arms ! Caf- 

jnar lift thy founding fteel ! Puno I horrid 
<hero, rife : Cairbar from thy red tree of 
.Cromla. Bend thy white knee, O Ethj and 

(i) Cabait, or rather Cathbait , grandfather to 
the hero « was fo remarkable for his valour , that 
his shield was made ufc of to alarm his pofterity 
.to the battles of the family. Wc find Fingal mak- 
ing the fame ufe of his own shield in the 4th book. 
A horn was the moft common inftruraent to 
call the army together before the invention of bag* 
pipes. 

* (x) Ca-raoch fignifies the madnefi of battle, 
(3) Cruth-geal-- fair-compUxiomd* , 
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defcend from the ftreams of Lena.-— Ca-olt 
ftretch thy white fide as thou moveft along 
the whittling heath of Mora: thy fide that i$ 
white as the foam of the troubled fea, when 
the dark winds pour it on the murmuring 
rocks of Cuthon ( 1 ). 

Now I behold the chiefs in the pride of 
their former deeds > their fbuls are kindled ac 
the battles of old, and the actions of other 4 
times. Their eyes are like flames of fire, and 
roll in fearch of the foes of iand.-^Theii 
fftighty hands are on their fwords ; and 
lightning pours from their fides of fteel.— * 
They came like ftreams from the mountains ; 
each rushed roaring from his hill. Bright are 
the chiefs of battle in the armour or their 
fetters. — Gloomy and dark their heroes 
followed , like the gathering of the rainy 
clouds behind the red meteors of heaven.-*— 
The founds of crashing arms afcend. The 
grey dogs howl between. Unequally burfts 
the fong of battle; and rocking Cromla (i\ 
echoes round. On Lena's dusky heath they 
jtood, like mift (3) that shades the hills of 
autumn : when broken and dark it fettles, 
high , and lifts its head to heaven, 

( 1 ) Cu- thon— t he mournful found of waves* 

(x) Crom- leach fignified a place of worship among; 
the Druids. It is here the proper name of a hilf 
pik the coafl of Ullin or Ulfter. 

(3h— n^ttym io«w«w *sn Kfow»f ' 

A v. 
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Hail , laid Cuchullin , fons of the narrow 
tales , hail ye hunters of the deer. Another 
fport is drawing near: it is like the dark roll- 
ing of that wave on the coaft. Shall we fieht^ 
ye fons of war 1 or yield green Innisfail (i) to 
Lochlin ?—-0 Connal (2) (peak, thou firftof 
men ! thou breaker of the shields ! thou haft 
often fought with Lochlin $ wilt thou lift 
thy fathers /pear ? 

Cuchullin 1 calm the chief replied, the' 
ipear of Connal is keen. It delights to shine 
in battle, and to mix with the blood of 
ihoufands. But tho' my hand is bent on wax, 

N»wyut»? 3 tews* «r cufOTO\oia»»opfffaiv 
Arpp«f. Hom* II. t, v. j 2*; 

So when ch T embattled clouds in dark array , 

Along the skies their gloomy lines difplay ; 

The low-hung vapours motionlefs and ftill 

Jlefl on the fummits of the shaded hill. Pope; 

(1) Ireland fo called from a colony that fettled 
there, called Falans.— — Innis-faH , i. e> the ifland of 
the Fa- il or Falans. 

(1) Connal, the friend of Cuchullin,was the fon of 
Cathbait prince of Tongorma or the ifland of blue 
waves , probably one of the Hebrides. His m or her 
was Fioncoma the daughter of Congal. He had a 
fon by Foba of Conachar-neflar , who was after- 
wards king of Ulfter. For his fer vices in the war 
againft Swaran he had lands conferred on him , 
which , from his name , were called Tir-choOJUitl 
«r Tircoiladyi, c, the U\d oC CooaaU 
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jny heart is for the peace of Erin (i). fiehold* 
thou firft in Cormacs war, the fable fleet of 
S war an. His mails are as numerous on otfr 
•coaft as reeds in the lake of. Lego. His ships 
are like forefts cloathed with mift, when the 
trees yield by turns to the (qually wind. Many 
are his chiefs in battle. Connal is for peace. — 
Fingal would shun his arm the fir ft of mortal 
men : Fkigal that fcatters the mighty , as 
ftorrny winds the heath j when the ftreams 
roar thra' echoing Cona : and night fettle^ 
with all her clouds on the hill. . 

Flv, thou chief of peace, (aid Calmar (s) 
die (on of Matha; fly , Connal , to thy filem? 
hills, where the fpear of battle never shone *, 
purfue the dark-brown deer of Cromla : and 
ftop with thine arrows the bounding roes of 
Lena. But, blue-eyed fon of Semo, Cuchulljn , 
toiler of the war , fcatter thou the fons ot 
Lochlin (3), and roar thra'the ranks of their 

( 1 ) Erin , a name of Ireland •, from ear or' 
lar Weft , and in, an ifland. This name was not 
always confined to Ireland , for there Is the higheft 
probability 'that the I erne of the ancients was Bri- 
tain to thei Noith of the Forth. For. Jeme it 

faid to he, to the North of Britain , which couUf 
not be meant' of Ireland. 

Strabo', 1. t, 8c 4. Casaub. 1. 1. 

(*) Calm-er , aftrong man, 

(3) The Galk name of Scandinavia in general f* 
Id a more .confined fenfe, that- of the ^sas&ta* 
+t Jmba4f 
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, pride. Let no veftel of the kingdom of Snow 
bound on the dark-rolling waves oflnis-torc( i ). 
O ye dark winds of Erin rife J roar ye whirl- 
winds of the heath ! Amidft the tempeft let 
me die, torn in a cloud by angry ghofts of 
men; amidft the tempeft let Calraar die, if 
ever chace was fport to him fo much as the 
battle of shields. 

Calmar ! flow replied the chief, I never 
fled, O Matha's fon. I was fwifi with my 
fiends in battle, but fmall is the fame of 
Connal. The battle was won in my prefence, 
land the valiant overcame. But, fon of Serao , 
hear my voice, regard the ancient throne of 
Cormac. Give wealth and half the land for 
peace, till Fimjal come with battle. Or, if 
war be thy ^choice , I lift the fword and (pear. 
My joy shall be in the midft of thoufands, 
and my foul brighten in the gloom of the 
fight. 

To me, Cuchullin replies , pleafant is the 
hoife of arms : pleafant as the thunder of hea- 
ven before the shower of Spring. But gather 
all the shining tribes that I may view the fons 
of war. Let them move along the heath, 
bright as the fun-shine before a ftorm ; when 
the weft wind collects the clouds, and the 
oaks of Morven echo along the shore. 

* (i) Innis-tore, the iflandof w halts , the ancient 
name of (he Orkney iiland*. ,, 
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But where are my friends in battle ? The 
companions of my arm in danger ? Where arc 
thou , white-boforrid Cathbat ? Where is that 
cloud in war,Duchomar (1 ) > And haft thou left 
me , O Fergus (2) I in the day of the ftorni? 
Fergus , firft in our joy at the feaft 1 fon of 
Rofla I arm of death ! comeft thou like a roe (3) 
from Malmor ? Like a hart from the ccchoing 
lulls ? — Hail thou fon of Rofla I what shades 
the foul of war? 

L Four ftones(4), replied the chief ,rife on 
the grave of Cathbat. — Thefe hands have laid 
in earth Duchomar , that cloud in war. 
Cathbat , thou fon of Torman , thou wert a 
Tun-beam on the hill. — And thou, O valiant 
Duchomar, like the mift of marshy Lano-j 

v (1) Dubhchomar, a black well- shaped man* 

(1) Fear^uth , — the man of the word i or a 
commander of an army. 

(3) Be thou like a roe or young hart on the 
mountains of Bether. ' Solomon's Song. 

f 4 ) This paffage alludes to the manner of bu- 
rial among the ancient Scots. They opened a grave 
fix or eight feet deep : the bottom was lined with 
line clay > and on this they laid the body of the 
deceafed , and , if a warrior r his fword , and the 
heads of twelve arrows by his fide. Above they 
laid another ftratum of clay , in which they placed 
the horn of a deer , the fymbol of hunting. The 
whole was covered with a fine mold , and four ftonei 
placed on end to mark the extent of the graye^ 
J"i>cfc aie the- four italics alluded to hcrev > 
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when it falls over the plains of autumn and 
brings death to the people. Morna, thou 
faireft of maids ! calm is thy deep in the cave 
of the rock. Thou haft fallen in darknefs like 
a ftar , that shoots athwart the defart , when 
the traveller is alone , and mourns the tranfienc 
beam. 

Say, faid Semo's blue-eyed (on, (ay how 
fell the chiefs of Erin ? Fell they by the Cons 
of Lochlin : driving in the battle of heroes * 
Or what confines the chiefs of Cxomla to the 
dark and narrow houfe (*)* 

Cathbat , replied the hero , fell by the 
fword of Duchomar at the oak of the noify 
ftreams. Duchomar came to Tuia's cave, and 
{poke to the lovely Morna^ 

Morna (i), faireft amongwomen, lovely 
daughter ofCormac-cairbar. Why in the circle^ 
of ftonesj in the cave of the rock alone ? The 
ftream murmurs hoarfely. The old tree's groan' 
is in the wind. The lake is troubled before 
thee , and dark are the clouds of the sky. Bur 
thou art like fnow on the heath *, and thy hah 
like the mift of Cromfe; when it curls on the 
focks, and shines to the beam of the weft. — • 
3fhy breafts are [ike two fmooth rocks feem 

(i) The grave— The houfe appointed fat all 
living. .Job* 

t*) Mukjie or Jdfcoraa , a woman beloved bf alk 
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from Bran no of the frreams. Thy arms like 
two white pillars in the halls of the mighty 
Fingal, 

From whence , the white-armed maid re- 
plied , from whence , ftuchomar the moft 
gfoomy of men ? Dark are thy brows and 
terrible. Red are thy rolling eyes. Does 
Swaran appear on the Tea ? What of the foe, 
Duchomar ? 

From the hill I return , O Morna , from the 
till of the dark-brown hinds. Three have f 
flain with my bended yew. Three with my 
long bounding dogs or the chace. — Lovely 
daughter of Cormac, I love thee as my foul. 
—I have flain one (lately deer for thee. — 
High was hk branchy head 5 and fleet his feet 
of wind* 

I^uchomar I calnf the maid replied , I love 
thee not, thou gloomy man. — Hard is thy 
heart of rock r and dark thy terrible brow. 
ButCathbat, thou ion ofTorman(i), thorf 
act the love of Morna. Thou art like a fun^- 
beam on the hill in the day of the gloomy 
ltorm. Sawed thou the Con of Torman , 
Jovely on the hill of his hinds ? Here the 
daughter of Cormac waits the coming of 
Gathbat. 



( Torman , Thunder, this it the true origtat if 
t&e Jupitci Taramis of the ancients. 
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And long shall Morna wait, Duchomar 
faid, his Wood is on my {word. — Long 
shall Morna wait for him. He fell at Brani> 
no's ftream. High on Cromla I will raife his 
tomb, daughter of Cormac-cairbar ; but fix 
thy love on Duchomar, his arm is ftrong as 
a ftorm. — 

v And is the fon of Torman fallen ? laid the 
maid of the tearful eye. Is he fallen on his 
ecchoing heath ; the youth with the breaft of 
fnow ? he that was nrft in the chace of the 
hilly the foe of the ftrangers of the ocean. — 
Duchomar thou art dark ( i ) indeed , and 
cruel is thy arm to Morna. But give me that 
fword, my foe; I love the blood of Caithbat. 

< He gave the fword to her tears; but she 
pierced hismanly bread. He fell, like the bank 
of a mountain- ftream ; ftretchcd out his arm 
and faid; 

Daughter of Cormac-cairbar, thou haft 
ilain Duchomar. The (word is cold in my 
breaft : Morna, 1 feel it cold. Give me to 
Moina.(i) the maid; Duchomar was the 
dream of her night. She will raife my tomb: 
and the hunter shall fee it and praife me. But 
draw the fword from my breaft; Morna, the 
fteelis cold. 

', (i)She alludes to is name t he dark man* 
{%) Moina ;fift in temper andperfon. 
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She came, in all her tears, she came, and 
drew it from his breaft. He pierced her whke 
fide with fteel; and fpread her fair locks on 
the ground. Her buriung blood founds from 
her fide : and her white arm is Gained with 
fed. Rolling in death she lay", and Tura's cave 
anfwered to her groans.— 

< Peace , faid Cuchullin , to the fouls of the 
heroes; their deeds were great in danger. Let 
them ride around (i) me on clouds, and shew 
(heir features of war: that my foul may be 
flrongin danger; my arm like the thunder of 
heaven. — But be thou on a moon-beam, O 
Morna, near the window of my reft; when my 
thoughts are of peace ; and the din of arms; is 
pver. — Gather the ftrength of the tribes, and 
move to the wars of Erin. — Attend the car 
of my battles ; rejoice in the noife of my 
courfe. — Place three ipears by my fide ; fol- 
low the bounding of my {reeds; that my foul 
'may be ftrong in my friends, when the battle 
darkens round the beams of my fteel. 

As rushes a ftream (%) of foam from the dark 

(i) It was the opinion then , as indeed it is to 
this day , of fame of the Highlanders , that the 
fouls of the deceafed hovered round their living 
friends *, and fometimes appeared to them when 
they were about to enter on any great undertaking. 

(i) SU ft** x*'tuctfat tmrcLfJUu , jmw' ©jpw<J» Jigvtij 
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shady deep of fromla; when the thunder is 
rolling above, |nd dark-brown nigl?t on half 
the hill. So fierce , fo vaft, fo terrible rushed 
on the fons of (Erin. The chief like a whale 
of ocean, whonifll his billows follow , poured 
yalour forth as $ (tream, rolling his might 
along the shore. 

The fons of Lochfiri heard the noifeas the 
found of a wiraer-ftream. Swaran ftruck his 
body shield , and called the foh of Arno* 
.What murmur rolls along the hill like the 
gathered flies of evening ? The fons of Innis* 
nil defcend , or ruftljnj£ winds roar in the 
diftant wood. Such is tn£ noife of Gormal 
before the white tops of my waves arife. O 
fon of Arno , afcend thf hill and view the 
dark face of the heath. 

He went, and trembling', fwift returned* 
His eyes rolled wildly round. His heart bea« 
high againft his fide. His words were fauiter- 
Jhg, broken, flow. 

Rife, fon of ocean, rife chief of the dark-* 

As torrents roll encteas'd by numerous rills 
Wth rage impetuou* down the ecchoing hills % 
Rush to the vales , and pout'd along the plain , 
Koar thro' a thoufand channels to the main, 

Fope, 
Autubi decurfu rapido <k memlbus aids , 
Dant fonitumfpumefi annus , & in tquora currunt f 
; , fL ul fl ut f uum populatus iter, Yjkguv 
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brown shields. I fee the darky the mountain- 
ftream of the battle : the deep-moving flrength 
of the fons of Erin. — The car, the car of 
battle comes, like flame of death; the rapid 
car of Cuchullin, the noble fort of Serao. It 
bends behind like a wave near a rock; like the 
golden mi ft of theheath. Itsfides are embofled 
with {tones, and lparkle like the lea round the 
boat of night. Of polished yew is its beam, 
and its feat of the fmootheft bone. The fides 
are replenished with (peats ; and the bottom is 
the footitool of heroes. Before the right fide 
of the car is feen the feor ting horfe. Thebigh- 
maned, broad-breafted , proud, high-leaping, 
ftrong fteed of the hill. Loud and refounding 
is his hoof; the fpreading of his mane above 
is like that ftream of fmoke on the heath* 
Bright are the fides of the fteed, and his name 
is Sullin-Sifadda* 

Before the left fide of the car is feen the 
fhorting horfe. The dark-maned,high*headed, 
itrong-hooffed , fleet, bounding fon of the hill r 
bis name is Dufronhal among the ftormy fons 
of the (word. — A thoufand thongs bind the 
car on high. Hard polished bits shine in a 
wreath or foam. Thin thongs bright-ftudded 
with gems, bend on the ftately necks of the 
Heeds. — The fteeds that like wreaths of mift 
fly over the ftreamy vales. The wildnefs of 
deer is in their courie, theftrengtnofthe eagle 
defcending on her prey. Their noife is like: 
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the blaft of winter on the fides of the" (how- 
headed Gormal (l). 

Within the Cat is (een the chief; the ftrong 
ftormy fon of the (word; the hero's name is 
Cucbullin, fon of Semo king of shells. His red 
cheek is like my polished yew. The look of 
his blue-rolling eye is wide beneath the dark 
arch of his brow. His hair flies from his head 
like a flame , as bending forward he wields the 
Ipear. Fly, king of ocean > fly; he comes, 
like a ftorm, along the dreamy vale. 

When did I fly, replied the king , from the 
battle of many {pears ? When did I fly , fon of 
Arno, chief or the little foul? I met the ftofm 
of Gormal when the foam of my waves was 
high j I met the ftorms of the clouds and shall 
I fly from a hero ? Were it Fingal himfeJf , my 
foul should not darken before him. — Rife t6 
the battle,. my tboufands; pour round me like 
the echoing main. Gather round the bright 
fteel of your king; (hong as the rocks of my 
land; tnat meet the (torm with joy, ana 
ilretch their dark woods to the wind. 

As autumn's (i) dark ftorms poor from twc 

(t) A hUl of Lochlin. 

(1) The reader may compare this paflage wit 
~ a fimilar one in Homer. Iliad. 4. v. 446. 

Now shield with shield , with helmet helmet clof 
To armour armour , lance to lance oppos'd 
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echoing hills, towards each other approached 
the heroes. — As two dark ftreams from high 
rocks meet , and mix and roar on the plain; 
loud, rough and dark in battle meet Lochlin 
and Innis-faii. Chief mixed his (trokes with 
chief, and man with man *, Heel, clanging, 
founded on fteel, helmets are cleft on high. 
Blood burfts and fmoaks around. — Strings 
twang on the polished yews. Darts rush along^ 
the sky. Spears fell lite the circles of light 
that gild the ftormy face of night. 

As the troubled noife of the ocean when roll 
the waves on high; as the laft peal of the 
thunder of heaven, (uch is the noile of battle. 
Though Cormac's hundred bards were there 
to give the war to fongj feeble were the voices 
of a hundred bards totend the deaths to future 
times. For many were the falls of the heroes j 
5lnd wide poured the blood of the valiant. 

" Hoft againft hoft , with shadowy fquadfons drew,' 

The founding darts in iron tempefls flew ', • 
r" TWtiih /trcaming blood the flipp'ry fields are d yd , 

And flaughter'd heroes swell the dreadful tide. 

Fopi. 

Statius has very happily imitated Homer. 
' Jam clypeus clyptis , umboni reptliitur umbo » 
\ £nfc minax erifis , pedepes, & tuff id* cufpis M &ci 

Arms on armour crashing , bray'd . 
i Horrible difcord , and the .madding .wheels 
" f>r brazen chariots rag'd , fcc. MjLTpq| 
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Mourn , ye fons of fong , the death of the 
noble SithalJin Ct) — Let the fighs of Fiona 
rife on the dark heaths of her lovely Ardan. — 
They fell , like two hinds of the defart, by the 
hands of the mighty Swaran$ when, in the 
midft of thoufands he roared} like the shrill 
fpirit of a ftorm, that fits dim, on the clouds 
of Gormal , and enjoys the death of the 
mariner. 

Nor flept thy hand by thy fide , chief of the 
tile of miff (x); many were the deaths of thine 
arm , Cuchullin, thou fon of Semo. His fword 
was like the beam of heaven when it pierces 
the fons of the vale ; when the people are 
blafted and fall , and all the hills are burning 
around. — Dufionnal (a) fnorted over the 
bodies of heroes ; and Sifadda (4) bathed his 
hoof in blood. The battle lay behind them as 
groves overturned on the defart of Cromla j 
when the blaft has palled the heath laden 
with fpirits of night. 

Weep on the rocks of roaring winds, Q 

(1) Sithallin figoifies a handfomt man ;— Fiona* 
it fair maid *— -and Atdan , pride* 

(1) The Ifle of Sky i not improperly called the Ijle 
of mift , as its high hills , >hich catch the clouds 
frbai cheweftern ocean > occafion almoft continual 
tains. 

(3) Oae of Cuchullin's horfes. Dubhilron-ghcajj 
v W Sich-fadda , L c, a longftridc% 
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maid of Iniftore (i) , betid thy Air head ovet 
the waves^ thou fairer than the fpiritof the 
hills ' y when it moves in a fun-beam at noon 
over the filence of Mofven. He is fallen i thy 
youth-is Low \ pale beneath the fword ox 
Cuchullin. £$o more shall valour raife the 
youth to match .the blood of kings. — Trenar f 
lovely Tremard died , thou maid of Iniftore* 
His gray does are howling at home, and fee 
his parting ghoft. His bow is in the hall un£ 
trung. No found is in the heath of his hinds* 

As roll a thoufand waves to the rocks, fo 
Swaran's hoft came on; as meets a rock a 
thoufand waves, To Innis-faii met Swaran* 
Death raifes all his voices around, and mixes 
" with the found df shields.— Each hero is a 
pillar of darknefs, and the (word a beam of 
fire in his hand. The field echoes from wing 
to wing, as a hundred hammers that rife by 
turns on the red fon of the furnace. 

' (t) The maid of Ituflort was the daughter of 
Gotlo king of Iniftore or Orkney iflands. Trenac 
Was brother to the king of Inifcon , (uppofed to 
be one of the islands of Shetland. The Orkneys 
and Shetland were at that time, tub je& to the king 
of Lochlin. "We find that the dogs of Trenar are 
fenfible at home of the death of their mailer, the 

very inftant he is killed. It was the opinion of 

the times , that the fouls of heroes went immecuV 
teiy after death to the hills of their country , and 
the fcenes they frequented the moft happy time of 
their life. It was thought too that dogs and feoriql 
ftw the ghofo of the decea&d* 
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Who are thefe on Lena's beach that are fa 
gloomy and dark? Who are thefe like two 
clouds (i), and their (Words like lightning 
above them ? The little hills are troubled 
around , and the rocks tremble with all their 
mofs. — Who is it but Ocean's fon and the 
car-borne chief of Erin ? Many are the anxious 
eyes of their friends , as they fee them dim on 
the heath. Now night conceals the chiefs in 
her clouds, and ends the terrible fight. 

« It was on Cromla's shaggy fide that Dorglas 
placed the deer (i);the early fortune of the cha- 
ce, before the heroes left thehUl.— A hundred, 
youths collect the heath', ten heroes blow the 
fire j three hundred chufe the polished (tones* 
k The feaft is finoaking wide. 

CuchulUn , chief of Erin's war , refumed 

(i) A-f when two black clouds 
With heaven's artillery fraught , dome rattling or* 
Over the Cafpian. Milton. 

. (i) The ancient manner of preparing feafts after 

ljuntiog , is hanHed down by tradition. A 

pit lined with fmooth fames was made 5 and. 
near it flood a heap of- fmooth flat (tones of the . 
flint kind. The ftones as well as the* pit were pro-, 
perly heated with heath.. Then they laid (jpme ye- 
njfpn in the. bottom ? and a ftratum of the ftopfts, 
above it j .and thus they did alternately, tiUthp; 
yii was full. The whole- was covered over with- 
ieath to confine the fleam. Whether this is pro- 
vable I cannot fay > but forae pits are shewn , which 
fie Vulgar" fay , were ufed in that manner. ; ; , .• 

hi$ 
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his mighty foul. He flood upon his beamy 
(pear, and {poke to the fon of longs ; to Carril 
of other times , the gray -haired fon of Kin- 
fena (i) Is this feaft (pread for me alone , and 
the king of Lochlin on Ulliri's shore, far from 
the deer of his hills , and founding halls of his 
feafts ?Rife , Carril of other times , and carry 
my words to Swaran ; tell him that came from 
the roaring of waters , that Cuchullin gives? 
his feaft. Here let him liften to the found of 
my groves amidft the clouds of night. — For 
cold and bleak the bluftering winds rush 
over the foam of his feas. Here let him praife 
the trembling harp , and hear the fongs of 
heroes. 

Old Carril went , with fofteft voice , and 
called the king of dark-brown shields. Rife 
from the skins of thy chace , rife , Swarah 
king of groves. — Cuchullin gives the joy of 
shells ; partake the feaft of Erin's blue-eyed 
chief. 

Heanfweredlike thefullen found of Crom-»* 
la before a ftorm. Though all thy daughters, 
Innis-fail ! should extend their arms offnow ; 
raife high the heavings of their breairs , and 
foftly roll their eyes of tove ; yet , fixed as 
Lochlin's thoufand rocks , here Swaran shall 
remain j till morn , with the young beams 
of my eaft, shall Light me to the death o$ 

(i) Cean-feana , u c tKc hcadtftht people^ 

Vol: I. B 
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•Cnohullin. Pleafant to my ear is Lochlin's 
;wind. It rushes over my Teas. It (peaks aloft 
in ail lay shrowds , and brings my green 
forefts to my mtnd j the green forefts of 
-Gormal that often echoed to my winds , 
rto&en my (pear was red in the chace of the 
4>oa*. Let dark ■Cuchullin yield to me the 
fHftciettt throne of Connac, or Erin's torrents 
*bali »hew from their hills the red foam of 
•flhe blood of his pride. 

. Sad is the found of Swaran's voice, (aid 
Carril of other times : — 

Sad to Tiimfelf alone , faid the blue-eyed 
fon of Semo. But , Carril , raife thy voice 
}oa Ugh, and tell the deeds of other times. 
-Send thou the night away in fong ; and give 
<he joy ofgricf. For many heroes and maids 
> of love have moved on Innis-fail. And ior- 
.yely are the fongs of woe that are heard on 
Albion's rocks j when the noife of the- chace 
is over, and the ftreams of Conaanfwer to 
~&e voice bf Ofllan (i). 

j J (i ) Oflun the fon of-Fingal and author of the Poem. 
\ 6ne cannot but admire die addrefs of the- poet in pat- 
' riitg his 6wn praife fo naturally into -the mouth of 
JiGtitfiftiHin. tThe Cona here mentioned is perhaps 
TjJ»t JTrrmll river that runs through Glenco in Ar- 
^gylethwte. One, of the hill* which environ that .ro- 
mantic vahey is (till called Scorna-fena , or the 
hill of Fingal's people, 
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In other days ( i) , Carril replies , came 
the fons of Ocean to Erin. A thoufand veflels 
bounded over the waves to U.llin's lovely 
plains. The fons of Innis-fail arofe to meec 
the race of dark-brown shields. Cairbar^ firfl: 
of men , was there , and Grudar> ftately youth* 
Long had they ftrbve for the (potted bull* 
that lowed on Golbun's (i) echoing heath. 
Each claimed him as his own ; and death was 
often at the point of .their fteel* 

: Side by fide the heroes fought , and the 
ftrangers of Ocean fled. Whoie. name wa* 
fairer on the hill than the name of Cairbar 
and Grudar ! — But ah I why ever lowed the 
bull on Golbun's echoing heath ? They faw 
him leaping like the fnow. The wrath of 
the chiefs returned. 

Q& iaibar s Gj) gr-afly banks *hey fougk ;' 
gnd Gcudar # like a fun-beam , fell. .Fierce 

(i) This «pi(bde is introduced with propriety. 
Calmar and Connal , two of the Irish heroes , had 
difputcd warmly before the battle about engaging 
the <n*enty. Carril endeavours to reconcile them 
with the Aery of Cairbar and Gaidar \ who , tho' 
enemies before , fought fide by fide in the war. The 
ftHc -ob^ainod his aJm , for we fia# ^Calflwr and 
Cojmal peife&ly < reconciled in the ttyrd book. * 

(i) Golb-bheiin , as well as :Cromleach , ugnJU 
ties a crooked hill. It is here the name of a moun* 
tain in the county of Sligo. 
i (i) Lubar —■*- a jfcre* in *Ilfter. Labhar , toud^ 
lioify. « .. " ' 

B q 
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Cairbar came to the vale of the echoing Tura, 
where Braflblis (i) , faireft of his filters , ajl 
alone , railed the fong of grief! She iiing of 
the actions of Grudar , the youth of her fe- 
cret foul. — She mourned him in the field of 
blood ; but ftill she hoped for his return. Hex 
white bofom is fe.en from her robe , as the 
moon from the clouds of night* Her voice was 
fofter than the harp to raife the foiie of grief. 
Her foul was fixed on Grudar ; the lecret look! 
of her eye was his. — Whenshalt thou come in 
thine arms , thou mighty in the war?— 

Take, Braflblis, Cairbar came and faid; 
take , BrafTolis , this shield of blood. Fix ir^ 
on high widiin my hall , the armour of my 
foe. Her foft heart beat againft her fide. Dis- 
tracted , pale , she flew. She found her youth 
in all his blood ; she died on Cromla's heath. 
Here refts their dud , Cuchullin ; and thefe 
two lonely yews , fprung from their tombs, 
wish to meet on high. Fair was BrafTolis on 
the plain , and G/udar on the hill. The bard 
shall preferye their namej? , and repeat them 
to future times. 

Pleafant is thy voice , O Carril , faid the 
blue-eyed chief of Erin ; and lovely are the 
words of other times. They arc like the calm 

i 

( i ) BrafTolis fignifies a woman with a white 
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shower ( i) of fpring , when die fun looks on 
the field , and the light cloud Hies over the 
Bills. O ftrike the harp in praife of my love , 
the lonely fun- beam of Dunfcaich. Strike the 
harp in the praife of Bragela (z) , of her thar 
J. left in the, Ifle of Mift , the fpoufe o£ 
Semo's fon. Doft thou raifc thy fair face 
from the rock to find the fails of Cuchul- 
lin ? — The lea is rolling far diftant , 
and its white foam shall deceive thee for my 
fails. Retire , for it is night , my love , and 
the dark winds figh in thy hair. Retire to 
the' halls of my feafrs , and think of the 
dines that are paft : for I will not return till 
the ftorm of war is^ceafed; O Connal , (peak 
of wars and arms , and fend her from m^ 
mind , for lovely with her raven -hair is the 
white- bofomed daughter of Sorglan. 

(i) Homer compares foft piercing words to th? 
/all' of fhow. 

fiuc when he freaks , wfrac elocution flows! 
Like the foft fleeces of defcendiog fnows. Pope. 

- (i) Bragela was the daughter of Sorglan , and the 

wiffe ofCuchulliri.- Cuchullin', upqin the death of 

Artho , fupremc king of Ireland , pa(Ted over inc& 
Ireland , probably by Fingal's order , to take upon 
him the adminiftration of affairs in that kingdom , 
during the minority of Cormac the fon of Artho. Ho 
left his wife BrageU in Dunfcaich , the feat of the fa? 
mily , in the Ifle of Sky , where the remains of 
his palace are dill shewn > and a ftone , to which 
he bound his dog Luath , goes ftill by his name* 

B iij 
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Connal , flow to (peak , replied : Guard 
againft the race of Ocean. Send thy troop 
of night abroad , and watch the ftrength of 
Swaran. — Cuchullm ! I am for peace till 
rherace of the defart come j tillFingal come, 
the firft of men , and beam , like the fun , on. 
our fields. 

The hero {truck the shield of his alarms 
. — the warriors of the night moved on. The 
left lay in the heath of the deer , and flept 
jamidil the dusky wind. — The ghofts ( i ) 
of the lately dead were near , and fwam on 

floomy clouds. And far diftant , in the dark 
lence of Lena , the feeble voices of dead*, 
vere heard. 



(i) It was long the opinion of the ancient Scots- > 
that a ghoft was heard shrieking near the place where 
a death was to happen foon after. The accounts 
given , to this day , among the vulgar , of this ex- 
traordinary matter , are very poetical. The ghoft 
comes mounted on a meteor , and furrounds twice 
or thrice the, place defined for the perfon to die $ 
and then goes along the road through: which the 
funeral is to pafs , shrieking at intervals s at la ft , 
the meteor and ghoft difappeax above the burial 
Tplace. 
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ARGUMENT to Book It 

The gkoft ofCrugalyOne of the Irish heroes who 
was killed in battle * appearing to Conned* 
foretels the defeat ofCuchullin in the next 
battle y and earneftly advifes him to make 
peace with Swaran. Connal communica- 
tes the vifion ; but Cuchullin is inflexible ; 
from a principle of honour he would not 
be the firft to fue for peace , and he re- 
folded to continue the war ^Morning comes, j 

t Swaran propofes dishonourable terms to 
Cuchullin , which are rejefted. The battle 
begins x and is obftinately fought for fomc 
time j until , upon the flight of Grumal y 
the whole Irish army gave way. Cuchul- 
lin and Connal cover their retreat : Carril 
leads them to a neighbouring hill a whither 
they arefoon followed by Cuchullin him" 
felf* who defcries the fleet of Fingal ma- 
king towards the coaft ; hut * night coming 
on j he loft fight of it again. Cuchullin , 
dejecJed after his defeat , attributes his ill 
, fuccefs to the death of Ferda his fiend >. 
whom he had killed fome time before. 
Carril r to shew that ill fuccefs did not 
always attend thofe who innocently kil- 
led their friends , introduces the epifode of 
Comal and Galvina* 
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C/ ONNAL ( i ) lay by the found of 
the mountain ftream , beneath the aged tree. 



(i) The fcene of Connal's re pole is familiar ro 
thofe who have been in the Highlands of Scotland. 
TMc poet removes hint to a diftance from the army 9 
to add more horror to the defcription of CrugaPs* 
ghoft by the lonelinefs of the place. It per hap; 
will not be difagreeable to the reader , to fee how 
two other ancient* poets handled a ficnilar fubjed* 

Hx0m J" %m 4^t» n«wfo^\Jwj Autoio 

Hart' ttuitt uryiSbS keu ofutTtt tan tixmk 

X*» pom , &c. floM. l!. 1$+ 

^Then lo ! khe fhade , before his clofingcyes > 
Of fad Patroclus roft or feem'd to rife , 
In the fame robe he living, wore , he came > 
la ftatuxc , voice , and pleafing look the famei- 

B v 
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lie lay , for the fon of the (word feared nfr 
foe. 

My hero faw in his reft a dark-re4 ftrealB 
of fire coming down from the hill,, CfUgal- 
fat upon the beam, a chief that lately felU 
He fell by the hand of Swairan , driving in 
the battle of heroes. His face h like the 
beam of the fetting moon ; his robes are of 
the clouds of the hill : his eyes are like two 
decaying flames. Dark is the wound of his 
breaft. 

Crugal , faid the mighty Connal , fon qf 
Dedgal famed on the hill of deer I Why {p 
pale and fad , thou breaker of the shields > 
Thou haft never been pale fox feari— r Vhar 
difturbs the fon of the hill ?. 

Dim, and in tears, he flood and ftretchexl 
his pale hand over the hero. -— Faiatty her 
raifed his feeble voice , like the gale of d*e 
seedy Lego. 

My ghoft , O Connal , is on my native hiltey 
but my coife is on the fands ofuHin. Tholt 
shalt never talk with Crugal, or find his 
lone fteps iff the heath. I am light as the i?laft 
of Cromla, and I move likeihe shadow of riiift. 
Connal, fon of Colgar (i), I fee the dark 

* (i) Connal tne Ton of Caithbat ,• the friend of 
Cuchullin, is fometimcs , as fore , called the Ton 
of Colgar i from one of that name who was^thr 
^oiiridsr of hh- family. 

B v] 
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cloud of death : it hovers over the plains of 
Lena. The fons of green Erin shall falL 
Remove from the field of ghofts. — Like the 
darkened moon (2) he retired, in the mid ft 
of the whittling blaft. 

Stay , faid the mighty Connal , fray my 
dark- red friend. Lay by that beam of heaven , 
fon of the windy Cromla. What cave of the 
hill is thy lonely houfe ? What green-headed 
hill is the place of thy reft ? Shall we not hear 
thee in the ftorm? In the noife of the mounr 
tain-ftream? When the feeble fons of the wind 
come forth r and ride on the blaft of the 
defart. 

The foft voiced Connal rofe in the midft # of 
his founding arms. He ftruck his shield above 
.Cuchullin. The fon of battle waked. 

Why , faid the ruler of the car, comes Con- 
nal through the night ? My fpear might turn 
again ft the found; and Cuchullin mourn the 
death of his friend. Speak, Connal, fon of 
Colgar, (peak, thy counfel is like the fon of 
leaven. 

Son ofSemo,replied die chief, the ghoft of 

(0 ¥"«flfl» & nana xjkfoe , tutt x*7me 
51^ito fmpryuTa* Hom. II. 23. v. ioo. 

XHce a thin fmoke he fees rbe fpirir fly , • 
' j&d hears a feeble , lamentable cry. Pop*> 
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Crugal came from the cave of his hill. — The 
flars dim- twinkled through his form; and his 
voice was like the (bund of a diftant ftream. 
■^-He is a meflenger of death. — He fpeaks 
of the dark and narrow houle. Sue for peace , 
O chief of Dunfcaich ^ or fly over tbc heath 
of Lena. 

He fpoke to Cotmal, replied the hero-, 
though flats dim-twinkled through his form. 
Son of Colgar, it was the wind that mur- 
mured in the caves of Lena. — Or if it was the 
form (i) of Crugal , why didit thou not force 
hhn to my fight. Hafir thou enquired where 
h his cave ? The houfe of the fbn of the wind? 
My fword might find that voice, and force 
his knowledge from him. And finall is his 
knowledge, Connal, for he was here to-day. 
He could not have gone beyond our hiils^ 
and wo could tell" him there of our death? 

Ghofts fly on clouds and rife on winds', 
ftfd Gonnal s voice of wifdom. They reft to-? 
gether in their caves, and talk of mortal men. 

Then let them talk of mortal men; of every 
man butErin's chief. Let me be forgot in their 

(i)* The poet teaches ut the opinions that pre- 
vailed in bis time concerning the ftate of fe pa rate 
fouls. From Connal's expreflion , « That the ftan 
dim-rwinklcd through the form of Crugal , » and 
Cuchullin's reply , we may gather that they both 
thought the foul was material j fomcthing like^h* 
fufatot of the ancient. Greeks, 
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cave; for I will not fly fromSwaran. — If! 
muft fall , my tomb shall rife amidft the fame 
of future times. The hunter shall shed a tear 
on my ftonc; and forrow dwell round the 
highbofomed Bragela. I fear-not death , but I 
fear to By , for Fingal few me often victorious. 
Thou dim phantom of the hill, shew thyfeff 
,to me! come on thy beam of heaven, and snew 
me my death in tlune hand; yet will I not fly* 
ihou feeble fon of the wind. Go, foa of Cot- 
gar , (hike the shield of Cakhbat ; it hangs bet- 
ween the fpearsr Let my heroes rife to the 
found in the midft of the battles of Erin* 
Though Fingal delays his coming with the race 
of the ftormy hills; we shall fight, O Colgar's 
fon , and die in the battle of heroes* 

The found Ipreads wide; the heroes rife, 
f ike the breaking of a blue-rolling wave. They 
flood on the heath , like oaks with all their 
^branches , round them (i).; when they echo 
to the ftream of froft , and their withered 
leaves rattle to the wind. 

High Cromla's head of clouds is gray; the 
morning trembles on the half-enligntened 
ocean. The blue- pray mift fwims (lowly by, 
and hides the fons of Innls-fail. 

• (0 'As when heaven's fire ^ 

Hath fratfaM the foccft oaks , or mountain plner 
"With finked tops , thejir (lately gtow[h tho' batt 
Stand on (he bLaftcd Ucaih. Milton*- 
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Rife ye, faid the king of the dark-brown 
shields , ye that came from Lochlins waves. 
The fons of Erin have fled from our arms'— 
purfue them over the plains of Lena. — And r 
morla, go toCormac'shall and bid them yield 
to S war an ; before the people shall fall into the 
tomb ; and the hills of Ullin be filent.— 
They role like a flock of iea-fowl when the 
waves expel them from the shore. Their 
found was like a thousand ftreams that meet 
"in Cona's vale, when after a ftormy night, 
they turn their dark eddies beneath the pale 
light of the morning. 

As the dark shades of autumn fly over the 
Bills of grafs; fo gloomy, dark, fucceflive 
came the chiefs of tochlin's echoing woods. 
Tali as the ftag of Morven moved on the king^ 
of groves. His shining shield is on his fide like 
aflame on the heath at night, when the world 
is filerit and dark , and the traveller lees Come 
ghoft fporting ia the beam. 

A blaft from the troubled ocean removed, 
the fettled mift. The fons of Innis-fail appear 
like a ridge of rocks on the shore. 

Go, Morla, go, faid Lochlin's king, and 
offer peace to thefe. Offer the terms we give to- 
kings when nations bow before us. When the/ 
valiant are dead in war,, and the virgins wee* 
ping on the Held. 

t Great Morla came , the ion of Swart* 
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and flately ftrode the king of shields. He 
{poke to .Erin's* blue-eyed fon , among the k 
lefler heroes. 

Take Swaran's peace, the warrior fpoke', 
the peace he gives to kings , when the nations 
bow before him. Leave Ullin's lovely plains 
to us , and give thy (poufe and dog. Thy 
fpoiue hig-bofom'd heaving fair. Thy dog that 
overtakes the wind. Give thefe to prove the 
weaknefs of thine arm > and live beneath o'Ur 
power. 

Tell Swaran, tell that heart of pride, that 
Cuchullinnever yields. — I give him the dark- 
blue rolling of ocean, or I give his people 
graves in Erin i Never shall a Granger have the 
lovely fun-beam of Dunfcaich; nor ever deer 
fly on Lochlms hills before the nimble^ 
footed Luath. 

V«in ruler of the car , faid Morla , wilt thou 
fight the king; that king whofe ships of many 
groves could carry off thine Ifle ? So little is 
thy green-hilled Ullin to the king of ftormy 
waves. 

In words I yield to many, Morla; but this 
fword shall' yield to none. Erin shall own the 
lVay of Cormac, while Connal and Cuchullih 
live. O Connal, firft of migthy men, thou haft 
Beard the words of Morla; shall thy thoughts 
then be of peace, thou breaker of trie shield*? 
Spirit of fall e a Crugali why.didft thou threaten 
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us with death *The narrow houfe shall receive 
me in the midft of the light of renown* — 
Exalt, ye fons of Innis-raH, exalt the fpear and 
bend the bow ; rush on the foe in darknefs, as 
the Spirits of ftormy nights. 

Then difmal , roaring, fierce and deep the 
gloom of battle rolled along; as mift (1) that is 
poured on the valley, when fiorms invade the 
filenr fun-shine of heaven. The chief moves 
before in arms , like an angry ghoft before a 
cloud; when meteors inclofe him with fire; 
and the dark winds are in his hand. — Carril, 
far on the heath, bids the horn of battle found. 
He raifes the voice of the fong, and pours his 
foul into the minds of heroes* 

Where j (aid the mouth of the fbng, where 
is the fallen Crugal ? He lies forgot on earth, 
and the hall of shells (2) is filent. — Sad is the 
fpoufe of Crugal , for she is a itranger (2*) la the 

(1) _ As evening mift 
Ris'n from a river o'er the marish glides 
And gathers ground faft at the lab'rers heel 
Homeward returning* Milton. 

(i> The ancient Scots r as welt as the prefenc 
Highlanders ,. drunk, in shells ; hence it is that we 
fo often, meet , in the old poetry , with the chief 
of shells , and the halls of shells. 

(3) Crugal had married Degrena but a little time 
before the battle , cor.fequently she may with pro- 
priety be called a ftracger in the ball of her forrow. 
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hall of her forrow. But who is she, that , like? 
a fun -beam, flies before the ranks of the foe ? 
It isDegrena (i), lovely fair, the fpoufe of 
fallen Crugal. Her hair is on the wind behind. 
Her eye is red; her voice is shrill. Green f 
empty is thy Crugal now , his form is in the 
cave of the hill. He comes to the ear of reft , 
and raifeshis feeble voice; like the humming 
of the mountain-bee, or colledted flies of eve- 
ning. But Degrena rails like a cloud of the 
morn ; the fword of Lochlin is in her fide. 
Cairbar , she is fallen , the rifing thought of 
thy youth. She is fallen, O Cairbar, the? 
thought of thy youthful hours. 

Fierce Cairbar heard the mournful found * 
and rushed on like ocean's whale ; he faw the 
death of his daughter 5 and roared in the midft 
©f thoufands (i).Hisfpearmet afon of Loch- 
lin , and battle fpread from wing to wing. As 
a hundred winds in Lochlin's groves , as fire 
in the firs of a hundred hills 5 fo loud, fo 
ruinous and vaft the ranks of men are hewn 
down.; — Cuchullin cut offheroes like thiftles, 
and Swaran wafted Erin. Curach fell by his 
hand, and Cairbar of the bofly shield. Morgfan 
lies in lafting reft; and Ca-olt quivers as he 
d.es. His white breaft is ftaiBed with his blood ; 
and his yellow hair ftretched in the duft of his 

. (*) Deo-ghrena fignifics 2. fun beam. 

(i)Mediifjue in mUUbus ardtu Vms* 4 
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native land. He often had fpread the feaft 
vhere he fell ; and often raifed the voice ot 
the harp : when his dogs leapt around for joy ; 
and the youths of the chace prepared the bow. 

Still Swaran advanced, as z fVream thar 
burfts from the defart. The little hills are rolled 
in its courle; and the rocks half-funk by 
its fide. But Cuchullin flood before him 
like a hill (t), that catches the clouds of 
heaven. — ;The winds contend on its head of 
pines; and the hail rattles on its rocks. But^ 
firm in its ftrength, it ftands and shades the 
filent vale of Cona. 

So Cuchullin shaded the fons of Erin, and 
flood in the midft of thoufands. Blood rifes 

(i) Virgil and Milton have made life of a conv 
parifon fimilar to this j I shall lay both before the 
reader , and let him judge for himfelf which of 
thefe two great poets have beft fucceedcd. 

Q uantus Athos % out quantus Erix , autipfe comfits* 

Cum f remit ilicibus , quantus gaudetque nivali 

"'■ yerticc ft attollerts pater Apptmn us ad auras* 

* Xike Erix or like Achos great he shews 

r ~ Or father Appenine when white with fnows , 

His head divine obfeure in clouds he hides , 

And shakes the founding foreft on his fides. 

Drydin. 
On th' other fide Satan alarm* d , 

Colle&ing all his might , dilated flood 

Like Teneriff or Atlas unremov'd : 

\ His fhture reach'd the skf. Mibtqw* " 
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like the fourttof atock *• from panting heroes 
aroundhim. Bus Erin falls on either wing like 
{now in the day of the fun. 

O fons of Innis-fail , faid Grumal. Lochlin 
conquers on the field. Why ftrive we as reeds 
again ft the wind ? Fly to the hill of dark- 
ferown hinds. He fled like the flag ofMdrven, 
and his (pear is a trembling beam of light be- 
hind him. £ew rted with Grumal r the chief of 
the little foul : they fell in the battle ofheroes 
on Lena's echoing heath. 

High on his car, of many gems, the chief 
of Erin flood; he flew a migthy fon of Lo- 
chlin, and fpoke, in hafte, to Connal. O Con-r 
nal , firft of mortal men , thou haft taught 
this arm of death 1 Though Erin's fons have 
fle"d, shall we not fight the foe ? O Carril , fori 
of otter times r carry my living friends to that 
bushy hill. — Here , Connal , let us ftand like 
rocks , and fave our flying friends. 

Connal mounts - the car of light. Tfyey 
ftretch their shields like the darkened moon, 
the daughter of theftarry skies^when she moves 
a dun circle, through heaven. Sithfadda pan- 
ted up the hill, and Dufronnel haughty fteed* 
Like waves behind a whale, behind them 
rushed the foe. 

Now art the siling fide of Cromla flood 
Erin's £e\v fad fons ; like a grove through 
vh;cji the flame had rushed, hurried on by 
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the winds of the ftormy night. — Cuchullin 
flood beftde an oak. He rolled his red eye 
in filence , and heard the wind in his bushy 
hair; when the fcout of ocean came, Moran 
the fpn of Fithii. — The ships , he cped, 
the ships of the lonely ifle! There Fingal 
comes, the firft of men, the breaker of the 
shields. The waves foam before his black 
prows. His mails with feils are like groves 
in clouds* 

Blow ,-faid Cuchullin, all ye winds that 
rush over my ifle of lovely mill. Come-to the 
death of thoufands , O chief of the hills of 
hinds. Thy fails, my friend, are to me Uke 
the clouds of the morning; and thy ships like 
the light of heaven ; and thou thyfelf like a 
pillar of fare that giveth light in the night. Q 
Connal, firft of men, how pleafant are our 
friends, j ,But the night is gathering around^ 
where now are the ships of Fingal ? Here 
let us pafs the hpurs of darknefi , and wish 
for the moon of heaven. 

The winds came down on the woods. The 
torrents rushed from the rocks. Rain gathe- 
red round the head of Cromla. And the red 
ftars trembled between the flying clouds. 
Sad, by the fide of a ftream whofe found was 
echoed by a tree , fad by the ddc of a flreani 
the chief of Erin fet. Connal fon of Colga* 
was there , and Carril of other times, 
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Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin, faid the 
fon of Semo, unhappy is the hand of Cu- 
chullin fince he flew his friend. — Ferda t 
thou fon of Damman , I loved thee as myfelf. 

How, Cuchullin, fon of Semo, fell the 
breaker of the shields ? Well I remember, raid 
Connal, the noble fon of Damman. Tali and 
fair he was like the rain-bow of the hill. 

Ferda from Albion came , the chief of a 
hundred hills. In Muri's (i) hall he learned 
the fword., and won the friendship of Cu- 
chullin. We moved to the chace together $ 
and one was our bed in the heath. 

Dcugala was the Ipoufe of Cairbar , chief 
- of the plains of Uilin. She was covered with 
jhe light of beauty , but her heart was the 
houfe of pride. She loved that fun-beam of 
youth, the noble fon of Damman. Cairbar, 
laid the white-armed woman, give me half ofc 
the herd. No more I will remain in your halls,. 
Divide the herd , dark Cairbar. 

Let Cuchullin, faid Cairbar, divide my herd 

(i) JMuri , fey the lash /bards , wat an acadernf 
!intU|ftqr tfor \teACbiog the ,ufe of asms. The ugnv 
Station cS.ihewocd.is^xLuficr of pwple j whieh 
renders the opinion probable. Cuchullin is faid xp 
have been the firft who irrtrofduced into Iceland 
complete -armour of fle«l. He is femous , among 
jlie Senaafcias , for *eacbia$ hotferoaashjp to ripe 
Irish , argl for -kdaft sjaqe foil *ho ufed a chariot 
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ton the hill. His bread is the feat of juftice. 
Depart, thou light of beauty. — I went and 
divided the herd. One fnow-white bull re- 
mained. I gave that bull to Cairbar. The 
wrath of Deugala rofe. r4 

Son of Damman , begun the fair , Cu- 
£hullin pains my foul. I muft hear of his 
death , or Lubar's ftream shall roll over me. 
My pale ghoft shall wander near thee , and 
mourn the wound of my pride. Pour out 
jthe blood of Cuchullin , or pierce this heaving 
breaft. 

" Deugala, faid the fair-haired youth, how 
shall I flay the fon of Semo? He is the friend 
toff my lecret thetfghts, and shall I lift .the 
fword ? She wept three days before hini , oft 
^efoutth^beAGoiifemed to fight, 

I will fight my friend , Deugala ! butmayi 
fall by his fword. Could I wander on the hill 
arid behold the grave of Cuchullin ? We 
fought on the hills of Muri. Our fwords 
^vdid a wound. They Aide on the helmets 
of fteel; and found on the fiipperv shields; 
Deugala was near with afmile, and laid to the 
XonofDamman, thinearm is feeble, thou fun* 
beam of youth. Thy years are not ftrong for 



in that kingdom 5 which laft circumflance was the 
occasion of Offian's bring fo circumftanrial in his 
4cfciij>cioa of CuchuUin^ car , in the &ft book.* 
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ftcel. — Yield to the fon of Semo. He 
the rock of Malmor. 

The tear is in the eye of youth. He 
ring faid to me, Cuchullih, raife th 
shield. Defend thee from the hand 
friend. My foul is laden with grief: fo 
flay the chief of men. 

I fighed as the wind in .the chink of 
I lifted high the edge x>f my fteel. TJ 
beam of the battle fell ; the firft of < 
Un's friends. 

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchulli 
the hero fell. 

Mournful is thy tale, fon of the c 
Carril of other times. It fends my foul 
the ages of old , and to the days of othe 
— Often have I heard of Comal who i 
friend he loved 5 yet victory atten 
•fteel; and the battle was confumed 
prefence. 

Carnal was a fon of Albion ; the < 
anhundredhills. His deer drunk of a tl 
dreams. A thoufand rocks replied to tl 
of his dogs. His face was the mildnefc ol 
His hand the death of heroes. One 
love, and fair was she ! the daughter of 
Conloch. She appeared like a fun-beam 
women. And her hair was like the winj 
raven. Her dogs /wets u\x$vt to the 
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fteel. — Yield to the fon of Semo. He is like 
the rock of Malmor. 

The tear is in the eye of youth. He faulte- 
ring faid to me, Cuclmllih, raife thy bofly 
shield. Defend thee from the hand of thy 
friend. My foul is laden with grief: for I muft 
flay the chief of men. 

I fighed as the wind in .the chink of a rocL 
I lifted high the edge x>! my fteel. The fun- 
beam of the battle fell ; the firft of Cuchul- 
Uns friends* 

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin fince 
the hero fell. 

Mournful is thy tale, fon of the car, Cad 
Carril of other times. It fends my foul back to 
the ages of old , and to the days of other years. 
—Often have I heard of Comal who flew the 
friend he loved; yet victory attended his 
fteel; and the Jbattie was confumed in his 
prefence. 

Comal was a fon of Albion ; the chief of 
an hundred hills. His deer drunk of a thoufand 

dreams. A thoufand rocks replied to the voice | 

of his dogs. His face was the mildnefs of youth, u 

His hand the death of heroes. One was his j* 

love , and fair was she ! the daughter of migthy j * 

Conloch. She appeared like afun-beam among f( J 

women. And her hair was like the wing of the to 

xavca. Her dogs wctc taught to the chacc * 
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ow-ftring (bunded on the winds of the 
Her foul was fixed oh Comal. Often 
deir eyes of love. Their courfe in the 
was one, and happy were their words 
ret. — But Gormal loved the maid , the 
ilef of the gloomy Ardven. He wat- 
[ier lone (reps in the heath; the foe o£ 
py Comal. 

e day, tired of the chace, when the mift 
ancealed their friends, Comal and the 
ter of Conloch met in the cave of Ro- 
[)• It was the wonted haunt of Comal. 
es were hung with his arms. A hundred 
s of thongs were there j a hundrei 
of (bunding (reels 

!t here , he faid f my love Galvina ; thou 
>fthe cave of Ronan; A deer appears on 
s brow. I go; but I will foon return. 
, the (aid , dark Gormal my foe > he 

"he unfortunate death of this Ronan it the 
of the ninth fragment of ancient poetry pit* 
laft year 5 it is not the work of Offian , 
i it is writ in his manner , and bears the 
e marks of antiquity. — The concife expref- 
•f Otfian are imitated , but the thoughts are 
une and confined to be the production o£ 
>et.— Many poems go under hit name that 
>cen evidently corapofed fince his time > thejr 
y numerous in Ireland , and fome have come 
tranflator's hands. They are trivial and dull 
lad degree i fwelling into ridiculous bots\ta& % 
ring into the lowed kind o£ ^iofe\t &f\fc» 
L. L d 
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fteel.— Yield to the fon of Semo. He is like 
the rock of Malmor. 

The tear is in the eye of youth. He filte- 
ring faid to me, Cuchullin, raife thy bofly 
shield. Defend thee from the hand of thy 
friend. My foul is laden with grief: for I muft 
flay the chief of men. 

I fighed as the wind in xhe chink of a rock; 
I lifted high the edge of my fteel. The fun- 
beam of the battle fell ; the firft of Cuchul- 
lin's friends. 

Unhappy is the hand of Cuchullin fince 
the hero fell. 

Mournful is thy tale, fon of the car, laid 
Carril of other times. It fends my foul back to 
the ages of old , and to the days of other years. 
— Often have I heard of Comal who flew the 
friend he loved; yet victory attended his 
freel; and the tattle was confumed in his 
prefence. 

Comal was a fon of Albion ; the chief of 
an hundred hills. His deer drunk of a thoufand 
dreams. A thoufand rocks replied to the voice 
of his dogs. His face was the mildnefs of youth. 
His hand the death of heroes. One was his 
love, and fair was she ! the daughter of migthy 
Conloch. She appeared like a fun-beam among 
women. And her hair was like the wing of the 
raven. Her dogs were taught to the chace. 

He* 1 
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Her bow-ftring founded on the winds of the 
foreft. Her foul was fixed oh Comal. Often 
met their eyes of love. Their courfe in the 
'chace was one, and happy were their words 
in fecret. — But Garmal loved the maid , the 
dark chief of the gloomy Ardven. He wat- 
ched her lone (reps In the heath $ the foe o£ 
unhappy Comal. 

One day, tired of the chace , when the mift 
had concealed their friends, Comal and the 
daughter of Conloch met in the cave of Ro- 
nan ( i )• It was the wonted haunt of Comal. 
Its (ides were hung with his arms. A hundred 
shields of thongs were there $ a hundred 
helms of founding ftcels 

Reft here, he faid , my love Galvina; thoii 
light of the cave of Ronan; A deer appears on 
Mora's brow. I go; but I will foon return.: 
I fear, «he (aid, dark Gormal my foe > he 

(x) The unfortunate death of this Ronan is the 
fubjeft of the ninth fragment of ancient poetry pu- 
blished lad year *, it is not the work of Qflian » 
though it is writ in his manner , and bears the 
genuine marks of antiquity. — The concife expref- 
fions of Otfian are imitated , but the thoughts are 
too jejune and confined to be the production of 

that poet. Many poems go under his name that 

have been evidently compofed fincc his time ; they 
are very numerous in Ireland , and fome have come 
ro the translator's hands. They are trivial and dull 
to the lad degree J fwjlling into ridiculous bombaft , 
or (inking into the lowed kind of profaic ftyle* 

Voi. I C 
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haunts the cave of Ronan. I will reft among 
the aons; but foon return i my love. 

Hfe vent to the deer of Mora. The daugh* 
tec of Conloch would try his love. She cloat-^ 
hedher white fides with his armour > and ftrode 
from the cave of Ronan. He thought it was 
his foe. His heart beat high. His colour chan- 
ged , and darknefs dimmed his eyes. He drew 
the bow. The arrow flew. Galvina fell in 
blood* He run with wild nefs in his fteps and 
called the daughter of Conloch. No anfwer 
in the lonely rock. Where art thou, O my 
love ! He faw, at length, her heaving heart 
beating around the feathered dart. O Con- 
loch's daughter, is it thou ? He funk upon 
her breaft. 

The hunters found the haplefs pair; he 
afterwards walked the hill. But many and 
filent were his fteps round the dark dwelling 
of his love. The fleet of the ocean came. He 
fought \ the ftrangers fled. He fearched for 
his death over the field. But who could kill 
the mighty Comal ! He threw away his 
dark-brovn shield. An arrow found his manly 
breaft. He deeps with his loved Galvina at the 
noife of the founding furge. Their greet 
tombs are feen by the mariner, when M 
be pds on the waves of the north. 

■ 
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XftGlTMENT to Book m. 

€uchullin , pleafed with the fiory of Carril j? 
infifts with that bard for more of hisfongs. 
He relates the actions of Fingal in Lochlin, 
and death of Agandecca the beautiful fifter 
ofSwaran. He hadfcarcefinished 9 when Cal- 
mar the fon of Matka ., who had advifed 
the firft battle y came wounded from the 
field , and told them of Swartfn.s defign 
to furprife the remains of the Irish army*' 
He himfelf propofes to with/land fingly' 
the whole force of the enemy , in a narrow' 
pafs s till the Irish should make good 
their retreat. Cuchullin , touched with the" 
gallant propofal of Calmar , refolves tor 
accompany him x and orders Carril to carry 
off the few that remained of the Irish. Mbr* 
ning comes r Calmar dies of his wounds $ 
and , the ships of the Caledonians appea- 
ring ^S war an gives over the purfuit of the 
Irish, and returns to oppofe Fingats Ian- 
ding* Cuchullin ashamed , after his defeat 
to appear before Fingal , retires to the 
caye of Tnra. Fingal engages the enemy , 
puts them to fight ; but the coming on of 
night makes the victory not decifive. The 
king * who had obferved the gallant beha- 
viour of his grandfon Of car , gives hint 
advices concerning his conduct in peace 
and war. He recommends to him to place 
the example of his fathers before his eyes + 
as the bejt model for his conduft ^ vAucH 



i 



ARGUMENT to Book Iff* 

introduces the epifode concerning Faina- 
follis / the daughter of the king of Craca * 
whom Fingal had taken under his protec- 
tion , in his youth. Fillan and Ofcar are 
difpatched to obferve the motions of the 
enemy by night; Gaul the fon of Morni 
defires the command of the army , in the 
next battle ; which Fingal promifes to 
give him. Some general reflexions of the 
poet clofe the third day. 
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Jl leas ant are the words of the fong, 
faid Cudmllin /and lovely are the tales of 
other times. They are like the calm dew of 
the morning on the hill of roes, when the 
fun is faint on its fide , and the lake is fett- 
led and blue in the vale. O Carril, raife 
again thy voice * and 'let me hear the fong 
of Tura > which was fung in my halls of joy + 
when Fingal Jting of shields was there T and 
glowed at the deeds of his fathers. 

Fingal I thou man of battle , faid Carril, 

(i) The fecond night, fince the opening of the 
poem, continues > and Cuchullin , Cdnnal 9 and Car* 
ril ftill fie in the place defcribed in the preceding 
book. The ftory of Agandecca is introduced here 
with propriety , as great ufc is made of it in the 
courfe of the poem i and as it , in. fotaa xxK.^ksw. * 
brings about the cauftrophe. 
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early Vere thy deed's in arms. LocElin was 
combined in thy wrath , when thy youth 
ftrove with the beauty of maids. They uniled 
at the fair- blooming face of the hero ; but 
death was in his hands. He was ftrong as 
the waters of Lora. His followers were like 
the roar of a thoufand ftreams. They took 
the king of Lochlin in battle , but reftored 
him to his ships. His big heart fwelled with 
pride ; and the death of the youth was dark 
iru his foul. — For none ever , but Fingaf, 
overcame the ftrength of the mighty Star* 
no<i). ' 

He fat in the halls of his shells in Lo- 
chlin^ woody land. He called the grey-hai* 
red Snivan , that often fiing round the cir- 
cle (z) of Loda : when the flone of power 
heard his cry, and the battle turned in the 
field of the. valiant. 

Go $ gray-haired Snivan , Starno raid y 
to Advent fea-furrounded rocks. TelltoFin* 
gal. king of the defart V he that is the fai- 
red among his thoufands , tell him I give him 

(i) Starno was the father of Swaran as well as 
'Agandecca.— His fierce and cruel chara&er is well 
marked in other poems concerning the times. 

(1) This paflage ftiofl certainly alludes to the 
reEgion of Lochlin , and the ftone of power here 
mentioned is the image of one of the deities of 
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my daughter ,. the loyelieft maid, that Qvct 
heaved a breaft of fnow. Her arms are whitp 
as the foam of my waves. Her foul is ge- 
nerous and mild. Let him come with his bra* 
veft heroes to the daughter of the fecret hal(. 

Saiyan came to Albion's windy hills : an3 
fair- haired Fingal went, flis kindled, foul 
flew before him , as he bounded on the wavei 
of the north. . . ! ■ • ■ 

Welcome , (aid the dark-brown Starnov^ 
welcome , king of rocjcy Morven ; and r ye, 
Btis heroes of might , Ions of the lonely. 
ifle ! Three days within my halls shall yV 
feaft^ and three days purfue my boars , that 
your fame may reach the maid that dwells ' 
• an the fecret half. 

,--.-■. ■■'•.. i 

The kincof fnow (i).defigned their deaths 
afid* gave the feaft of shells. FirigaT, who 
doubted the foe, kept on his arms of fteel. 
The fens of death were afraid , and fleH 
from the eyes of the hero. The voice 6i 
iprightly mirth arofe. The trembling-harps 
of joy are ftrung. Bards fing the battle of* 
heroes ; or the heaving breaft of love.-r- 
Ullin , FingaPs bard , was there 5 the fweet 
voice of the hill of Cona. He pjraifed the^ 

(1) Starno is litre poetically called the kifcg-df" 
J&iow from the great quantities of fnow that && 
$jfc his 'dominion*,' 

. ^* ' 
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daughter df (how ; and. Morven's (i) togh- 
defcended chief. — The daughter of (how 
over-heard, and left the hair of her fecret 
figh. She came in all her beauty , like the 
moon from die cloud of the eafr. — Lo- 
velinefs was around her as light. Her fteps 
vere like the mafic of fongs. She few the- 
youth and loved him* He was the ftolen 
figh of her (out. Her blue eye rolled on him 
in fecret : and she bleft the chief of Mor- 
ten. ' :.-■: -V : 

The third day , with all its beams , shone 
fcright on the wood of boars. Forth moved 
the dark-browed Star no , and Fingal f king 
ef shields. Half the day they fpent in the 
chace y and the {pear of Fingal was red in-, 
the blood of Gorrnai (x). 

It was then the daughter of Starno, with 
blue eyes rolling in tears , came with her 
voice of love , and ipbke to the- king of 
Morven. \ 

Fingal, highrdefcended chief y trait hot 
Starno's heart of pride. Within that wood 
he has placed his chiefs j beware of the wooi 

^ :j . J ' ' 

(1) All the North-weft coaft of Scotland probably 
went of old under the name of Morven , which 
'Mignifies a ridge of very high hitls.' , 

(t) Gormat is the name of a hill in Lochlin ji% 
the neighbourhood of Swrno's palace* 
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of death. But , remember , fon of the hill/ 
remember Agandecca : fave me from the 
wrath of my rather , king of the windy Mor.- 

ven ! ! 

The youth , with unconcern , went on ; his 
heroes by his fide. The fens of death fell by 
his hand; and Gormal echoed around* 

Before the halls of Starno the fbns of the 
chacejconvened. The kings dark brows were 
like clouds. His eyes like meteors of night. 
Bring hither, he cries, Agandecca to hef 
lovely king of Mofvfcn. His hand is gained 
with the blood of my people; and her word* 
have not bden in vain.— * 

She came with; the- red eye of tears, Sh$r 
came with her looie raven locks* Her white 
breaft heaved with iighs , like the. foam of 
the; ftreamy Lubar. Starno pierced her iidc 
with fteel. She fell like a wreath of fnow 
that Aides from the rocks of RonanVwhen the 
wdods are ftill,and the echo deepens in the vale^ 

ThenFingal eyed his valiant chiefs, his va- 
liant chiefs took arrrp. The gloom of the 
battle roared , and *Lbchlin ffed, or died. — •; 
Pale, in his bounding ship he clofed tbe maid 
of the raven hair*. Her tomb afcends oxt 
Ardven , and the fea roars round thje dark 
dwelling of Agandecca. , 

v Plefled be her foul ,* laid Guhultihy and- 
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blefled be the mouth of the £bng.— Strong v^s 
the youth of Fingal, and ftrong is his arm 
of age. Lochiin shall fall again before the 
king of echoing Morven. Shew- thyfac^ 
from a cloud, O moon; light his white fails 
on the wave of the night. And if any ftrong 
fpirit (i) of heaven /its on that low-hung 
cloud; turn his dark ships from the rock*, 
thou rider of the ftorm! 

Such were the words of Cuchullin at the 
found of the mountain-ifream, when Galrnar 
afcended the hill, the wounded (on of Mathtw 
From the field he came in his blood. He 
leaned on his bending (pear. Feeble is the 
arm of battle ! but ftrong the foul of the hero I 

Welcome ! O fori of Matha, (aid Connal, 
welcome art thou to thy friends ! Why burfts 
that broken flgh from the bre'aft of him that 
never feared before ? 

And never, Connal, will he fear, chief of 
the pointed fteel. My foul brightens in dan- 
ger, and exults in the noife of battle. I am 
of the' race of ftecl y my fathers never 
feared* 

(i) This Is the only paflage In the poem that 
Jias the appearance of religion.— But Cuchullin'f 
apoftrophe to this fpirit is accompanied with a 
doubt j To that it is not eafy to determine whether 
the hero meant a fuperior being., or the gbofh of 
deceafed warriors , who where fiippofed in thofc ti- 
mes to rule the frorms , and to tranfport themfelvet 
in * gull of wind ftom one country to another* 



Baokim An EPIC POEM 4t 

Cormar was the firft of my race. He (por- 
ted through the ftorms of the waves. Hj9 
black] skiff bounded on ocean, and travelled 
pa the wings, of the blaft. A Ipirit once em- 
broiled the night. Seas fwell, and rocks 
refbund. Wind* drive along the clouds. The 
lightning flies on wings of fire. He feared 
and- came to land : then blushed that he 
feared at all. He rushed again among the 
waves to find the fon of the wind.Three youths 
guide the bounding bark ; he flood with the 
word unsheathed. When the low-hung vapour 
paffed, he took it by the curling head , and 
iearched its dark womb with his fleel. The 
fon of the wind forfook the. air. The moon, 
andfiars returned. - 

5uchwas the boldnefs of my race; and Caf- 
maf is like his fathers. Danger flies from the 
uplifted fword. They beft iucceed who^dare; 

But now, ye fons of green vallyed Erin^' 
retire from Lena's bloody heath. Collect the 
fad remnant of our friends, and join the 
fword of Fingal. I heard the found of Lo- 
chliiTs advancing arms ; but (palmar wiM 
remain and fight. My voice shall be fuch, my 
fried ds , as if thoufands were behind me. 
But, (on of'Semo , remember me. Remem- 
ber Calmar's lifelefs corfe. After Fingal has 
waded the field , place me by fome ftone 
pf remembrance, that ftuur.e um»TO^B&& 
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my fame ; and the mother (i) of Calmar re- 
joice over the (tone of my renown. 

No :fon of Matha , (aid Cuchullm , I will 
never leave thee. My joy is in the unequal 
field : my foul increases in danger. Connal [ 
and Carril of other times , carry off the fad 
ions of Erin ', and when the batde is over , 
Search for our pale corfes in this narrow way* 
For near this oak we shall ftadd in the irream 
of the battle of thoudnds. — O FkhiiV fon f r 
with feet of wind, fly over the heath of Lena: 
Tell to Fingal that Erin is inthralled , and bid 
the king o? Morven haften. O let him come 
like the fun in a ftorm ,. when he shines onr 
ihe hills of grafs. 

Morning is gray on Crorala ; the fonS 
of the tea afcend. Calmar frood forth to* 
meet them in the pride of his kindling Co\x\ r 
But pale was the face of the warrior ; he 
leaned on his father's fpears; tnat (pear which 
he brought from Lara's hall ; when the (but 
of his mother was fad. — But flowiy now 
the hero falls like a tree on the plains, of 
Cona. Dark Cuchullin {lands alone like a* 
lock (i) in a 6ndy vale. The fea comes with 

(!) Alcl&ha , het lamentation over her fon is in* 
troduced in the poem concerning the death of Cu*' 
tfcullin , printed in this colte&fon. 

(x) n&trurfaiu « 
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its waves , and roars on its hardened fides. 

Its head is covered with foam , and the hills 

are echoing around. — Now from the 1 gray 
-mift of the ocean, the white-failed ships of 

Fingal appear. High is the grove of their 
,mafts as they nod , by turns , on the rolling 

waver 

Swaran few them from the hill , and re* 
turned from the Cms of Erin. As ebbs the 
refounding fea through the hundred ifl£s of 
Iniftore ; fo loud , fo vaft , fo immenfe re- 
turned the fons q£ Lochlin againft the king 
of the defert hilL But bending, weeping, 
fad , and flow , and dragging his long 
fpear behind , Cuchullin funk in Cromlas 
wood , and mourned his fallen friends. He 
feared the face of Fingal , who was wont 
to greet him from the fields of renown. 

How many lie there of my heroes ! ther 
chiefs of Innis-faii i they that were chearful 
in the hall when the found of the shells aro- 
'jfe. No more shall I find their fteps in the 
heath , or hear their voice in the chace of 
rhe hinds. Pale , filent , low on bloody bed* 
are they who were my friends I O fpirits- 

So fome tall rock o'erhangs the hoary main r 
By winds artailM , by billows beat in vain r 
Unmov'd it hears , above , the tem^efts blow * 
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of the lately-dead > meet Cuchullin on his 
heath. Converfe with him on the wind , when 
the ruftling tree ofTura's cave refounds. The- 
re , far remote ,4 shall lie unknown. No bard 
shall hear of me. No gray ftone shall rife 
to my renown. Mourn me with the dead, 
O Bragela ! departed is my fame. 

Such were the words of Cuchullin when 
lie funic in the woods o£ Cromia* 

Fingal 9 tall in his ship , ftretched hifs 
bright lance before him. Terrible was the 
gleam of the fteel : it was like the greerr 
meteor of death , fitting in the heath of 
Malmor, when the traveller is alone , and> 
the broad moon is darkened in heaven. 

The battle is over , faidthe^ king , and 3 
behold the blood of my friends. Sad is the 
heath of Lena ; and mournful the oaks of 
Cromia : the hunters have fallen there in 
their ftrength ; and the fofl of $em!o is no A 
more. — Ryno and Fillan , rny fons , found 
the horn or Fingal's war. Afdend that' hill on 
the shore, and call the' children of the foe. 
Call them from the grave of Lamdarg , the 
chief of other times. — Be your 'voice- like 
that of your father , when he enters the battles 
of his flrength* I wait for the dark mighty 
man ; I wait on L ena's shore for Swaran. And 
let him come with all his race ; for firong Mr 
Aittte are the inends qi &z dwd* 



\ 
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Fair Ryno flew like lightning ; dark'Fillarf 
as the shade of autumn. On Lena's heath their 
voke is heard ; the forts of ocean heard the 
korn of Fingal's war. As the roaring eddy 
of ocean returning from the kingdom of 
(hows 3 fo ftrong , fo dark , fo fudden came 
down the fons or Lochlin. The king in their 
front appears in the difmal pride of his arms. 
Wrath burns in his dark-brown face r.and 
his eyes, roll in the fire of his valour. 

; Fingal beheld the fon of Starno ; and he re^ 
membered Agandecca. — For Swaran wiehr 
the tears of youth had mourned his whiter 
bofomed fitter. He fent Ullin of the fongs 
to bid him to the feaft of shells. For plea- 
fant on Fingal's foul returned the remem- 
brance of the firft of his loves. 

Ullin came with aged fteps , and (poke 
to Star no's foru O thou that dwelleft afar r 
furrounded , like a xock , with thy waves y 
come to- the feaft of the king, and pafs .'.>e 
da/ in reft. To-morrow let us fight , O 
Swaran > and break the echoing shields. ? 

To-day , Cud Starno's wrathful fon , we 
break the echoing shields : to-morrow my 
feaft will be fpreadj, and Fingal lie on earth! 

And to-morrow let his feaft be fpread , 
Grid FingaL with a fraile \ €01 \<s>-&«^ > ^. 
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my (on?, vc shall break the echoing shields* 
— Offian , fland thou near my arm, Gaul > - 
lift thy terrible fword* Fergus bend thy 
crooked yew. Throw , Fillan , thy lancef 
through heaven.— Lift your shields like the 
darkened moon. Be your fpeaxs the meteor* 
of death. Follow me in the path of my 
fame $ and equal my deeds in battle* 

As a hundred winds on Morven ; as the; 
itreams of a hundred hills ; as clouds nV 
fuccceffive over heaven ; or , as the dart 
ocean aflaults the shore of the defer t : fo 
roaring , (6 vaft , fo terrible the armies mi- 
xed on Lena's echoing heath. — The groan? 
of the people fpread over the hills ; it was* 
like the thunder of night , when the cloucS 
burfts on Cona j and a thoufand ghofts shriek 
at once on the hollow wind, 

Fingaf rushed on in his ftreirgtn , terrfc-' 
He as the fpirit ofTrenmor 5 when, in & 
whirlwind, he comes to Morven to fee the* 
children of his pride. The oaks refound on; 
their hills , and the rocks fall down before' 
kirn. — Bloody was the hand of my father r 
when he whirled the lightning of his (word* 
He remembers the battles of his youth , and 
the field is wafted in his courfe. 

Ryno went on like a pillar of fire —Dark 
is the brow of Gaul. Fergus rushed forward 
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with feet of wind 5 and Fillan like the mid 
of the hill. — Myfelf (1) , like a rock , came; 
down , I exulted in the jftrength of the king, 
Many were the deaths of my arm ; and dif- 
mal was the gleam of my {word. My locks 
were not then fo gray ; nor trembled my 
hands of age. My eyes were not clofed in 
darknefs ; nor failed my feet in the race. 

Who can relate the deaths of the people ; 
©r the deeds of mighty heroes > when Finr 
gal , burning in his wrath , confumed the 
ions of the Lochlin ? Groans fwelled on 
groans from hill to hilt , till night had co- 
vered all. Pale , flaring like a herd of deer * 
the fons of Lochlin convene on Lena. 

We fat and beard the fprightly harp at Lu- 
bar's gentle ftreain. Fingal himlelf was next 
to the foe ; and liftened to the tales of bards* 
His godlike race were in the fong , the chiefs 
of other times. Attentive , leaning on his 
shield , the king of Morven fat. The wind 
whittled through his aged locks , and his 
thoughts are of the days of other years. Near 
him on his bending fpear , my young , my 
lovely Ofcar flood. He admired the king. 

(1) Here rhe poet celebrates his own a&ions , but 
lie does it in fuch a manner that we aire noc difplea- 
fcd. The mention of the great a&ions of hit youth im- 
mediately fuggefts to him the helplefs fituation of hit 
age. Wc do not defpifc him for fclfuh praife % but 
feci hi$ misfortune* 
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of Mbrven : and his actions were fwelling in 
feis foul. 

Soa of my fon , begun the king , O Of- 
tar , pride of youth , I faw the shining of 
thy fword and gloried in my race. Purfue 
the glory of our fathers', and Be what they 
have been ; when Trenmor lived , the firft 
cf men , and Trathal the father of heroes^ 
iThey fought the battle in- their youth , and 
are the fbng of bards.- O Ofcar ! bend the 
ftrong in arms : but fpare the feeble handw 
Se thou a* dream of many tides again ft the 
foes of thy people ; but like the gale thas 
moves the grafs to thofe who ask thine aid* 
—So Trenmor lived ; fuch Trathal was ; and 
fuch has Fingal been. My arm was the fup- 

fort of the injured and the weak refted be-f 
irid the lightning of my tteelj 

Ofcar ! F was young like thee , when lo* 
Very Fainafbllis came , that fun-beam ! that 
mild light ofibve ! the* daughter ofCraca's(i) 
king !l then returned from Coda's heath , 
and few were in my train. A white- failed 
boat appeared far off; we faw it like a 
mill that rode on ocean's JWaft. It fdori ap- 



(i) 'What the Craca here mentioned was , is not I 
»t this drftance of time r eafy to determine. The? 
moft probable opinion is , that it was one of -the Shet- 
land ifles. Thcre-is a ftory concerning, a daugh- 
ter of the king of Craca in the fixth book. 
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proached; we few the fair. Her white bread 
heaved with fighs. The wind was in her 
loofe dark hair j her rofy cheek had. tear$. 
—Daughter of beauty , calm I (aid , what 
figh is in that breaft ? Can I , young as I 
am , defend thee , daughter of the fea? My 
fword is not unmatched in wji:,, but daunt- 
less is my heart* 

To thee I fly, with fighs she replied ,' 
D chief of mighty men ! To thee I fly, chief 
of shells , fiipporter of the feeble hand I Thfc 
king of Craca's echoing ifle owned me the 
fun-beam of bis race. And often did the hills 
of Cromala reply to the fighs of love for 
the unhappy Fainafollis. Sora's chief beheld 
me fair ; and loved the daughter of Craca- 
His fword is like a beam of light upon 
the warrior's fide. But dark is his brow J and 
tempers are in his foul. I shun him on the 
Tolling fea $ but Sora's chief purfues. 

Reft thou, I faid, behind my shield; reft 
in peace , thou beam of light ! The gloomy 
chief of Sora will fly , it Fingal's arm if 
like his foul . In fome lone cave I might 
conceal thee f daughter of the fea i But -Fun- 
gal never flies ; 4o¥ where the danger threa- 
tens , I rejoice in the ftorm offpears. — I 
(aw thenars upon her cheek. I pitied Craca's 
iair. 

JTow , like a dreadful wave afar , appeal 
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red the ship of (tormy Borbar. His maftt 
high-bended over the Lea behind their sheen 
otihow. White roll the waters oo either ddcm 
The ftrength of ocean founds. Come thou , 
1 faid, from, the roar of ocean , thou rider 
of the ftorm. Partake the feaft within my 
hall. It is the houfe of Grangers.— The maid 
flood trembling by my fide; he drew the 
bow : she fell. Unerring is thy hand, I faid, 
hut feeble was the foe. — we fought , nor 
weak was the ftrife of death : He lunk be- 
neath my fword. We laid them in tWo tombs 
of {tones > the unhappy children of youth* 

Such have I been in my youth , O Ofcar; 
be thou like the age of Fingal. Never feek 
the battle , nor shun it when it comes. — Fil- 
lan and Ofcar of the dark-brown hair , ye 
children of the race ; fly over the heath of 
roaringwinds ; and view the Cons of Lo- 
chlin. rar offl hear thenoife of their fear, 
like the ftorms of echoing Cona. Go: that 
they may not fly my fword along the waves 
of the north* — For many chiefs or Erin's race 
lie here on the dark bed of death. The chil- 
dren of the floim are low $ the fons of 
echoing Crorala. 

The heroes flew like two dark clouds ; 
two dark clouds that are the chariots of 
ghofts > when air's dark children come to 
frighten haplefe mem 
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, It was then that Gaul (i), the fon of Mor- 
al , ftood like a rock in the night. His fpear 
is glittering to the ftars $ his voice like many 
ftreams.— Son of battle , cried the chief, 
O Fingal , king of shells 1 let the bards of 
many fongs footh Erin's friends to reft. And 9 
Fingal , sheath thy fword of death ; and let 
thy people fight. We wither away without 
pur fame ; for our king is the only brea- 
ker of shields. When morning rifes on our 
hills, behold at a diftance our deeds. Let 
JLochlin feel the fword of Morni's fon , that 
bards may dag of me. Such was the cuftom 
heretofore of Finsal's noble race. Such was 
thine own , thou king of fwords, in battles 
oi the fpear. 

v O fon of Morni , Fingal replied , I glory 
in tky fame.— rFight > but my (pear shall bo 
near to aid thee in the midft of danger. 
Raife , raile the voice , fons of the fong * 
and lull me into reft. Here will Fingal Ue 



<i) Gaul the fon ©f Morni , was chief of a tribe 
that difputcd long the pre-eminence , with Fingal 
himfelf. They were reduced at laft to obedience , 
and Gaul , from an enemy , turned Fingal's beft 
friend and greareft hero. His character is fomething 
like chat of A jax in the Iliad i a hero of more ftrength 
than condudt in battle. He was very fond of military 
fame , and here he demands the next battle to 
himfclf. — The poet , by an artifice , removes 
Fingal , that his return may be the more magai« 
£cenc 
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amidft the wind of night. — And if thou , 
AganJecca , art. near , among the children of 
thy land $ if thou iltteft on a Wait of wind 
among the high-shrowded mads of Lochlin , 
come to my dreams (i) , my fair one , and 
shew thy bright face to my foul. 

Many a voice and many a harp in tu- 
neful founds arofe. Of Fingal's noble deeds 
they fung, and of the noble race of the 
hero* And fometimes on the lovely found 
was heard the name of the now mournful 
Offian. 

£>fte» have I fought ,.and often won i» 
battles of the fpeear. But blind, and tearful, 
and forlorn I now walk with little men. 
O Fingal > with thy race of battle I now 
behold thee not. The wild roes feed upon 
the green tomb of the mighty king of IWor- 
ven.— Cleft be thy foul 9 thou King of iwords^ 
thou moft renowned on the hills of Cona » 

(x) The poet prepares us for the dream of Finfal 
in the next book. 
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ARGUMENT to Boor IV. 

The a 51 ion of the poem being fufpended by 
night, OJJian takes that opportunity to re* 
late his own a&ions at the lake of Lego , 
and his courtship ofEyirallin , who was 
the mother of Ofcar 3 and had died fqme 
time before the expedition of Fingal into 
Ireland. Her ghofi appears to him 9 and 
tells him that Ofcar 9 who had beenfent 3 
at the beginning of the night > to obferve the 
enemy 9 was engaged with an advanced 
party , and almoft overpowered. Ojfian re- 
lieves his fan s and an alarm is given to 

, Fingal of the approach of Swaran. The 
king rifes > calls his army together 9 and % 
as he had promifed the preceding night , 
devolves the command on Gaul the Jon of 
Morni , while he himfelf * after charging 
his fons to behave gallantly 9 and defend 
his people , retires to a hill, from whence 
he could have a view of the battle. The 
battle joins ; the poet relates Ofcar* s great 
a&ions. But when Ofcar 9 in conjunction, 
with his father 9 , conquered in one wing % 
Gaul 3 who was attacked by S war an in 
perfon ,was on the point of retreating in 
the other. Fingal fends Ullin his bard to 
encourage him with a war fong ;but not- 
withstanding Swaran prevails ; and Gaul 
and his army are obliged to give way. 
Fingal , defcending from the hill , rallies 

• them again ; Swaran defies from the pur- 

Dij 
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fuit , pojfejfes himfelf of a rifing ground , 
refiores the ranks , and waits the approach 
of FingaL The king , having encouraged 
his men , gives the necejfary orders y and 
renews the battle. Cuchullin , who , with 
his friend Connal 9 and Cdrril his bard ? 
had retired to the cave of Tura , hearing 
the noife , came to the brow of the hill, 
which overlooked the field of battle , 
where he faw Fingal engaged with the 
enemy. He, being hindered by Connal from 
joining Fingal , who was himfelf upon 
the point of obtaining a complete viftory 9 
fends Carril to congratulate that hero on 
' "hisfuccefs. 
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BOOK IV. (i) 

yX HO comes with hef fongs from the 
mountain , like' the bow of the showery 
Lena ? It is the maid of the voice of love'. 
The white-armed daughter of Tofcar. Ofter* 
haft thou heard my fong , and given the" 
tear of beauty. Don thou come' to the battles 

(r) Fingal being afleep , and the action fufpended 
by night , the poet introduces the (lory of his court- 
Ship of Evirallin , the daughter of Branno. Theepi- 
fode is neceffary to clear up feveral pafTages that 
follow in the poem i at the fame time that it na* 
turally brings on the action of the book , which 
may be fuppofcd to begin about the middle of the 

third night from the opening of the poem. This 

book , as many of Offian's other compositions , is 
addreiTed to the beautiful Malvina , the daughter of 
Tofcar. She appears to have been in love with Ofcar* 
and to have afre&ed the company of the father p - 
after the death of the fon. 

D ii> 
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of thy people , and to hear the actions of 
Ofcar ? When shall I ceafe to mourn by 
the ftreams of the echoing Cona ? My years 
have patted away in battle , and my age is 
darkened with iorrow. 

Daughter of the hand of (how ! I was 
not fo mournful and blind j I was not Co 
dark and forlorn , when Evirallin loved me v 
Evirallin with the dark-brown hair , the 
vfeite-bofomed love of Cormac. A thotr* 
fand heroes fought the maid , she denied 

}^er love, to a thoufand ; the fons of the 
word were defpifed j for graceful in her 
eyes was Offian. 

I went in ftiit of the maid to Lego's fable 
furge j twelve of my people were there , the 
fons of the flreamy Morven. We came to 
Branno friend of Grangers : Branno of the 
(bunding mail. — From whence, he faid , are 
the arms of fteel ? Not eafy to win is the 
maid that has denied the blue-eyed fons of 
Erin. But bleft be thou , O fon of Fingal , 
happy is the maid that waits thee. Tho* 
twelve daughters of beauty were mine , thine 
were the choice , thou fon of fame ! — Then 
he opened the hail of the maid , the dark- 
haired Evirallin. Joy kindled in our breads 
of fteel , and bleft th$ maid of Branno. 

. Aboveusonthehill appeared the people or 
(lately Cormac. Eight were the heroes of the 
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chiefs and the heath flamed with theif arms.* 
There Colla , Durra of the wounds , there 
mighty Tofcar , and Tago , thsre Freftat, 
the vidorious , flood ; Dairo of the happy' 
deeds , and Dala, the battle's bulwark in the 
narrow way. — The fword flamed in the hatfd 
of Cormac , and graceful was Ac look of 
the hero. 

Eight were the heroes of Oflian ; Uilia 
ftqrmy fon of war ; Mullo of the generous 
deeds ; the noble , the graceful SceJacha $ 
Oglan , and Cerdal the wrathful , and Du- 
ma-riccan's brows of death. And why shoulJ 
Ogar be the laft j fo wide renowned o'tt, 
the hills of Ardyen ? 

Ogar met Dala the ftrong , face to face g 
on the field of heroes. The battle of the 
chiefs was like the wind on ocean's foamy 
wave. The dagger is remembered by Ogar ; 
the weapon which he loved 5 nine times he 
drowned itinDala's fide. The ftormy battle 
turned. Three times I pierced Cor mac's shield : 
three times he broke his (pear. But , unhap- 
py youth of love ! I cut his head away. — 
Five times I shook ft by the lock. Tho 
friends of Cormac fled. 

Whoever would have told me , lovely 
maid (1) , when then I ftrove in battle > thac 

(i)The poet addteffes himfelfte Malvina > ths 
daughter of Tofcar, 

D iv 
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blind , forfaken , and forlorn I now shouM 
pafs the night ; firm ought his mail to have 
been , and unmatched his arm in battle. 

(r) Now on Lena's gloomy heath the 
voice of mufic died away .The unconftant blaft 
blew hard , and the high oak shook its leaves 
around me j of Evirallin were my thoughts , 
when she , in all the light of beauty, and 
ber blue eyes rolling in tears , flood on a 
cloud before my fight , and (poke with feeble 
voice. 

O OfHan , rife and fave my fon ; lave 
©fear chief of men : near the red oak of 
Lubar's ftream , he fights with Lochlin's fons. 
— She funk into her cloud again. 1 clothed 
me with my fteel. My fpear fupported my 
fteps , and my rattling armour rung. I hum- 
med , as I was wont in danger , the fongs 
of heroes of old. Like difrant thunder (2) 

(1) The poet returns to his fubjec*. If one could £x 
the time of the year in which the a&ion of the * 
poem happened , from the fcene defecibed here , I 

should be tempted to place it in autumn. The -. 

trees shed their leaves , and the winds are varia- 
ble , both which ckcumftanccs agree with that fea- 
fon of the year. 

(1) Offian gives the reader a high idea of him- 
felf. His very fong frightens the enemy. This paf- 
fage refembles one in the eighteenth Iliad , where 
the voice of Achilles frightens the Trojans from the 
body of Patroclus, 
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Lochlin heard 5 they fled ; my fon pur- 
fued. 

I called him like a diftant ftream : My 
fon return over Lena. No further purfue the 
foe , though Oflian is behind thee. — He 
came > and lovely in my $ar was Ofcar's 
founding fteel. Why didft thou flop my hand, 
he (aid , till death had covered all ? For dark 
and dreadful , by the ftream , they met thy 
focr and Filian. They watched the terrors 
of the night. Our fwords have conquered 
fome. But as the winds of night pour the 
ocean over the white fands of Mora , Co 
dark advance the fons ©f Lochlin over Le- 
na's ruftling heath. The ghofts of night shriek 
afar ; and I have feen the meteors of death. 
Let me awake the Jung of Morven , he that 
fmiles in danger ; for he is fike the fon o£ 
heaven that nfes in a florm. 

Fingal had ftarted from a dream , and 
leaned on Trenmor's shield j the dark- brown 
shield of his lathers ; which they had lifted 
of old in the battles of their race;—-; The 
hero had feen in his reft the mournful fornv 

Forth march'd the chief , and diftant from the crowds 
High on the rampart, raisM his voice aloud. • 
So-high his brazen voice -the hero rear'd , 
Holts drop their arms and trembled as they feat'd^ 
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of Agandecca 5 she came from the way of 
the ocean , and (lowly , lonely , moved 
over Lena. Her face was pale lite the mift 
of Cromla ; and dark were the tears of 
her cheek. She often raifed her dim hand 
from her robe , her robe which was of the 
clouds of the defart : she raifed her dim hand 
over Fingai , and turned away her filent eyes. 

Why weeps the daughter of Starno ^ faid 
Fingai , with a figh ? Why is thy race Co 
pale , thou daughter of the clouds ? — She 
departed on the wind of Lena ; and left 
him in the midft of the night. — She mour- 
ned the fons of her people that were to 
fell by Fingal's hand. 

The hero ftarted from reft , and frill be- 
ield her in his foul. — The found of Ofcar's 
ileps approached. The king faw the grey 
shield on his fide. For~the faint beam of the 
morning came over the waters of Ullin. 

What do the foes in their fear" ? faid the 
tifing king of Morven. Or fly they through 
ocean's" foam , or wait they the battle of 
fteel ? But why should Fingai ask ? I hear 
their voice on the early wind. — Fly over 
Lena's heath , O Ofcar , and awake our 
friends to battle. 

The king flood by the ftone of Lubar 
and thrice raifed his terrible voice. The deer 
ftarted from the fountains of Cromla 5 and 
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all the rocks shook on their hills. Like the 
noife of a hundred mountain-ftreams , that 
burft , and roar , and foam : like the clouds 
that gather to . a^ terapeft on the blue face 
of the sky $ fo met the fons of the defert , 
round the terrible voice of Fingal. For plea- 
fan t was the voice of the king of Morvert 
to the warriors of his land : often had he 
led them to battle , and returned with the 
ijioils of the foe. 

Come to battle \ (aid the king , ye chil- 
dren of the ftorm. Come to the death q£ 
thoufands. Comhaf s fon will fee the fight,. 
—My fword shall wave on that hill , and be 
the shield of my people. But never may 
you need it , warriors j while the fon of 
Morni fights , the chief of mighty men. — 
He shall lead my battle ; that his fame may 
rife in the fong. — O ye ghofts of heroes 
dead ! ye riders of the ftorm of Cromla ! 
receive my falling people with joy , an£ 
.bring them to your hills. — And may the 
blaft of Lena carry them over my feas , that 
they may come to my filent dreams > and 
delight my foul in reft. 

Fillan andOfcar,of the dark-brown hair J 
fair Ryno , with the pointed fteei ! advance 
with valour to the fight ; and behold the 
fon of Morni. Let your (words be like his 
in the ftrife : and behold the deeds of hi* 
hands. Protect the friends of your father : 
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and remenber the chiefs of old. My chiJ- 
dren , I shall fee you yet , though here ye 
should fall ia Erin. Soon shall our cold , 
pale ghofts meet in a cloud , and fly over 
the hills of Cona. 

Now like a dark and ftormy cloud , edged 
round with the. red lightning of heaven , and 
flying weftward from the mornings beam , 
the King of hills removed. Terrible is the 
light othis armour , and two (pears are in 
his hand. — His gray hair fails on the wind. 
— He often looks back on the war. Three 
bards attend the fon 6f fame , to carry his 
words to the heroes. — High on Cromla's 
fide he fat , waving the lightning of his 
fword , and as he waved , we moved. 

Joy rofe in Ofcar's face. His cheek rs 
red. His eye sheds tears. The (word is a 
beam of fire in his hand. He came , and 
finiling , (poke to Oflian. — O ruler of the 
fight of fteel ! my father , hear thy fon. Re>- 
tire with Morven's mighty chief ; and give 
me Offian's fame. And if here I fail ; my 
king , remember that breaft of fiiow , that 
lonely fun-beam of my love , the white- 
handed daughter of Tofcar. For with red 
cheek from the rock , and bending over the 
ftream , her foft hair flies about her bofom., 
as she pours the figh for Ofcar. Tell her I 
sun on my hills 4 ifghriy - bounding fon of 
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the wind ; that hereafter , in a cloud r I 
may meet the lovely maid of Tofcar. 

Raife , Oicar , rather raife my tomb. I 
will not yield the fight to thee. For firft 
and bloodied in the war my arm shall teach 
thee how to fight. But , remember , my fort, 
to place this fword ^this bow , and the horn 
of my deer , within that dark and narrow 
Boufe , whole mark is one gray fione. OC- 
car , I have no love to leave to the care of 
my (on ; for graceful Evirallin is no more* 
the lovely daughter of Branno* 

Such were our words , when Gaul's loud 
voice came growing on the wind* He wa- 
ved on high the fword of his father y and 
rushed to death; and wounds. 

As waves white-bubbling over the deejy 
come fwelling, roaring on ; as rocks of ooze 
meet roaring waves : fo foes attacked and 
fought. Man met with man , and fteel with 
fteel. Shields found ; men fall. As a hundred 
hammers orr the fon of the furnace , fo rofe , 
o rung their fwords. 

Gaul rushed on like a whirlwind in Ard- 
ven. The deftrucV- »n of heroes is on his 
fword. Swaran was%like the fire of the de- 
fart in the echoing heath of Gormal. How 
can I give to the fong the death of many 
Ipears ? My fword rofe high y and flamed id 
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the ftrife of blood. And,Ofcar , terrible wert 
thou , my beft , my greateft fori ! I rejoiced in 
my fecret foul , when his fword flamed over 
the flain. They fled amain through Lena's 
heath : and we purfued and flew: As flones 
that bound from rock to rock ; as axes in 
echoing woods ; as thunder rolls from hill 
to hill in difmal broken peals 5 fo blow fuc- 
ceeded to blow , and death to death , from 
the hand of Ofcar (1) and mine. 

But Swaran clofed round Morni's fon , as 
the ftrength of the tide of Iniftore. The king 
half-rofefrom his hill at the fight , and halt- 
aflumed the ipear. Go , Ullin , go, my aged 
bard, begun the king of Morven. Remind 
the mighty Gaul of battle ; remind him of 
his fathers. Support the yielding fight with 
fteps of age , and (poke to the king of fwords. 

Son (i) of the chief of generous dtceds I 

(1) Oflian never fails ro give a fine character of 
his beloved fon. His fpeech to his father is that of 1 
a hero *, it contains the fubmiffion due to a parsnr , 
and the warmth that becomes a young warrior. There 
is a propriety in dwelling here on the actions of Of* 
car , as the beautiful Malvina , ro whom the book 
is addrefled , was is ,love with that hero. 

(1) The war-fongof Ull&^aries from the reft of Ac 
yoem in the verfiflcation. It runs down like a torrent > 
and confifts almoft inrirely of epithets. The cuftonx 
of encouraging men in battle with extempore rhy- 
me*, has been carried down almoft to our own times* 
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high-bounding king of fpearr • Strong arm in 
every perilous toil. Hard heart that never 
yields. Chief of the pointed arms of death. 
Cut down the foe j let no white fail bound 
round dark in Iniitore. Be thine arm like 
thunder. Thine eyes like fire , thy heart of 
folid rock. Whirl round thy fword as a me- 
teor at night , and lift thy shield like the 
flame of death. Son of the chief of generous 
fleeds , cut down the foe ; deflroy.— -The he- 
ro's heart beat high. But Swaran came with 
battle. He cleft the shield of Gaul in twain ' y 
and the fons of the defart fled. 

Now Fingal arofe in his might , and thrice 
he reared his voice. Cromla anfwered around, 
and the fons of the defart flood frill. — - 
They bent their red faces to earth , ashamed 
at the prefence of Fingal. He came like a 
cloud of rain in the days of the fun , when 
flow it rolls on the hill, and fields expect 
die shower. Swaran beheld the terrible king 
of Morven , and flopped in the midfl of his 
courfe. Dark he leaned on his (pear, roll- 
ing his red eyes around. Silent and tall he 
fc emed as an oak on the banks of Lubar , 
which had its branches blafted of old by the 
lightning of heaven. It bends over the flream, 
and the gray mofs whiflles in the wind : fo 

Several of thefe war-fongs are extant , but the moft 
of them are only a group of epithets * without beauty 
or harmony t utterly dfiftUutft s£ ykxv£& tsssx\s.< 
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flood the king. Then flowly he retired to 
the rifing heath of Lena. His thoufands pour 
around the hero ,. and the darknefs of battle 
gathers on the hill. 

Fingal, like a Beam from Heaven, shone 
in the midft of his people. His heroes gather 
around him , and he fends forth the voice of 
his power. Kaife my ftandards ( i ) on 
high, — fpread them on Lena's wincf, like 
the flames of an hundred hills. Let them 
found on the winds of Erin, and remind us 
of the fight. Ye fons of the roaring ftreams, 
xhat pour from a thoufand hills, be near the 
king of Morven : attend to the words of his 
power. Gaul ftrongeft arm of death ! O Q£ 
car, of the- future fights! Connal, fon of 
the blue fteel of Sora! Dermid,of the dark- 
brown hair! and Offian king of many fongs, 
be near your father's arm. 

We reared the fun-beam (i) of battle; the 
ftandard of the king. Each hero's foul exuU 
red with joy, as, waving, it flew on the 

(j) Th' imperial enfign, which full high advaae'd* 
Shone like a meteor ftreaming to the wind. 

Milton* 

r (i) FingaPs ftandatd was diftingufehed by the name? 
of fun-beam ; probably on account of its bright co- 
lour , and its being ftudded with gold. To begin a 
battle-is expreffed , in old cornpofition > by lifting of 
the funbtam. 
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wind. It was fhidded with gold above, as 
the blue vide shell of the nightly sky. Each 
hero had his ftandard too; and each his gloo- 
my men. 

Behold, faid the king of generous shells,' 
how Lochlin divides on Lena. — They fland 
like broken clouds on the hill , or an half 
confumed grove of oaks; when we fee the 
sky through its branches, and the meteor 
parting behind. Let every chief among the 
friends of Fingal, take a dark troop of thofc 
that frown fo high*, nor let a (on or the echa- • 
ing groves bound on the waves of Iniftore. 

Mine, faid Gaul, be the feven chiefs that 
<caoie from Lano's lake. — Let Iniftore's dark 
king, faid Ofcar , come to the fword of Of- 
fian's fon. — Ta mine the king of Inifcbn, 
faid Connal,heart of fteel I— Or Mudan's chief 
or I, faid brown-haired Dermid , shall fleep 
on clay cold earth. — -My choice , though now 
fo weak and dark, was Terman's battling 
king; I promiied with my hand to win the 
hero's dark-brown shield. — Bteft and victo- 
rious be my chiefs , faid Fingal of the mildeft 
look ; Swaran , king of roaring waves , 
thou art the choice of Fingal. 

Now , like an hundred different winds 
that pour through many vales; divided , dark , 
the fons of ttahiU advanced, and Cromla 
echoed around* 
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How can I relate the deaths , when we 
clofed in the ftrife of our ftcel ? O daughter 
of Tofcar ! bloody were our hands ! The 
gloomy ranks of Lochlin fell like the banks 
of the roaring Cona.-r- Our arms were vic- 
torious on Lena; each chief fulfilled his pro- 
niife. Betide the murmur of Branno thou didft 
often fit , O maid ! when thy white bofom 
rofe frequent , like the down of the fwan , 
when flow she fails the lake , and fidelong 
winds are blowing. Thou haft feen the fon (i) 
retire red and flow behind his cloud ' y night 
"gathering round on the mountain , while 
the unfrequent blaft (z) roared in narrow; 

( i ) Sol quoque & exorlens & cum ft condit in undas* 
Sign a dabit. Sol em certiflima figna fequuntur > 
Vt qua. mane refer t , & qua /urgent: bus ajir is, 
. Ille ubi nafcentem macules variaveritortum 
, Conditus in nubem , medioquc refugtrit orbe; 
Sufpefti tibi first imbres. ViR*. 

Above the reft the fun , who never lies , 
Foretels the change of weather in the skies. 
For if he rife , unwitting to his race , 
Clouds on his brow and foots upon his face j 
Or if thro' mitts he shoots his fallen beams , 
Frugal of light, in loofe , an.d draggling ftreams , 
Sufpe& a drilling day. Dryden. 

( i ) Conttnuo vends fur gentibus aut frtta ponti 
Incipiunt agitata tvmtfctrc ; & aridus altis 
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vales. Ac length the rain beats hard ; and 
thunder rolls in peals. Lightning glances on 
the rocks. Spirits ride on beams of fire. And 
the ftrength of the mountain - ftreams ( i :) 
comes roaring down the hills. Such was the 
noife of battle, maid of the arms of fnow. 
Why , daughter of the hill , that tear? the maids 
of Lochlin have caufe to weep. The people 
of their country fell , for bloody was the 
blue fteel of the race of my heroes. But I 
am fad , forlorn , and blind ; and no more 
the companion of heroes. Give , lovety maid , 
to me thy tears , for I have feen the tombs 
of all my friends. 

It was then by FingjaTs hand a hero fell i 
to his grief. — Gray-haired he rolled in the 
duft , and lifted his faint eyes to the king* 
And is it by me thou haft fallen , faid the 
fon of Comhal , thou friend of Agahdeccal 

Montibusaadhifragor , aut rtfonantia longt 
VittQra mifceri t & ncmorum incrcbefcerc murmur, 

VlRC. 

For ere the rifing winds begin to roar , 
The working feas advance to wash the shore s 
Soft whifpers run along the leafy wood , 
And mountains whittle to the murm'ring flood. 

Dryden. 
( i ) — — Ruunt dc montibus amnes. Virg. 
The rapid rains , defending from the hills , 
To rolling torrents fwcil the creeping rills. r 



5>* FIN GAL, Book IV. 

I faw thy tears for the maid of my love 
in the nails of the bloody Starno. Thou 
haft been the foe of the foes of my love, 
and haft thou fallen by my hand ? Raife , 
Ullin , raife the grave of the fon^ of Ma- 
thon ; and give nis name to the long of 
Agandecca ; for dear to my foul haft thou 
been , thou daikly-dwelling maid of Ardven. 

Cuchulfin, from the cave of Cromla, heard 
the noife of the troubled war. He called to 
Connal chief of (words, and Carril of other 
times. The gray -haired heroes heard his 
voice, and took their a(pen ipears. "They 
came , and faw the tide of battle , like the 
crowded waves of the ocean j when the 
dark wind blows from the deep; and rolls 
the billows through the fandy vale. 

Guchullin kindled at the fight , arid dark- 
nefs gathered on, his brow. His hand is on 
the (word of his fathers : his red-rolling eyes 
on the foe. He thrice attempted to rush to 
battle , and thrice did Connal ftop him. Chief 
of the ifle of mift , he faid , Fingal fcbdues 
the foe. Seek not a part of the fame of the 
king ; himfelf is like a ftorm. 

Then , Carril , go , replied the chief, 
and greet the king of Morven. When Lo- 
chlin falls away like a ftream afteT rain , and 
the noife of the battle is over ,. then be thy 
voice fwcet in his ear to praife the king of 
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{words. Give him the fword of Caithbat j 
for Cuchuliin is worthy no more to lift the 
arms of his fathers. 

But , O ye ghofts of the lonely Cromla ! 
ye fouls of chiefs that are no more ! be ye 
the companions of Cuchuliin , and talk to 
him in the cave of his forrow. For never 
more shall I be renowned among the mighty 
in the land. I am like a beam that has shone ; 
like a mi ft that fled away , t when the blaft 
of the morning came , and brightened the 
shaggy fide of the hill. Connal , talk of arms 
no more : departed is my fame. — My fighs 
shall be on Cromla's wind , till my footfteps 
ceafe to be feen. — And thpji , white- bofom'd 
Bragela , mourn over the fall of my fame ; 
for , vanquished , I will never return to thee » 
thou, fun-beam of Dunfcaich. 
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ARGUMENT to Book V. 

Cuchullin and Connalftill remain on the hill. 
Fingal and Swaran meet ; the combat is 
defer z bed. Swaranis overcome, bound and 
delivered over, as aprifoner, to the care of 
Offian and Gaul tkefon ofMorni. Fingal , 
his younger fons , and Ofcar . ftill purfue 
the enemy. The epifode ofOrla a chief of 
Lochlin , who was mortally wounded in 
the battle , Js introduced. Fingal , doucked 
(With the death ofOMa, orders thepurfuit ta, 
be difcontinued ; and calling his fons to~ 
gether J%e is informed thaf Rynot/ie young- 
eft ofthtni, was killed. He lahtents his 

' death , hears the ftory of Lamdark and 
Gdchojfa , and returns towards the place 
where he had left S&aran. Carril , whohad 
been fent by Cuchullin to congratulate Fin- 
gal on his vi&ory , comes in the mean time 
to Offian* The cenrvcrfidion<oft>hc two poets 
clofes the aftion of the fourth day. 
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In SIX BOOKS. 
BOOK V. (i) "" 

— — — ■ ■ i — —— « 

JN OW Connal , on Cromla's windy fide,' 
(poke to the chief of the noble car. Why 
that gloom , fon of Semo ? Our friends are 
the mighty in battle. And renowned art 
thou , O warrior ! many were the deaths of 

(i)The fourth day (Mil continues. The poet, by 
putting the narration in the mouth of Connal , 
who itill remained with Cuchullin on the fide of 
Crorala , gives propriety to the praifes of Fingal* 
The beginning of this book , in the original , is 
one of the raoft beautiful parts of the poem. The 
verification is regular and full , and agrees yet/ well 

with the fedate chara&er of Connal. No poet 

has adapted the cadence of his verfe more to the 
temper of the fpeaker , than Olfian has done. It 
is more than probable, that the whole poem was 
originally deGgned to be fung to the harp , as the 
verification is fo various , and fo much fufted to. 
the different pauloAf of the humjux. tbvci4» 

Voi.1. ^ 
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thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blu 
rolliag eyes of joy , often has she met 
hero , returning m the tni Jft of the valiant: ^ 
when his {word was red with (laughter v ^ 
land' his foes fitent in the fields* x>f the tomfc^ ^ 
Plfeafant to her ears were thy bards , whe^"^ 
thine a&ions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the king of Morven;he moves 
below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength is 
like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
/echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefts 
jpf night are overturned* 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal ! thine 
jarra shall fight their battles : thou art the 
iirft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days 
4of their peace. Thou fpeakeft , and thy thouH 
•- ands obey ; and armies tremble at the found 
of thy fteel. Happy are thy people , Fingal , 
chiet of the lorieiy hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
in the thunder of his courfe? who is it but 
StarnoY fon to meet the king of Morven? \ 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like !l 
the ftorm of the ocean , when two fpirits 
meet far diftant , and contend for the rolling 1 1 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noife on his 
hill 5 and fees the high billows advancing 
;o Aidven's shore. 

jSuch wese the words of Connal , when the 
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heroes met in the midft of their fsdling peo- 
iplei There was the clang of arms I. there every 
blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
nace ! Terrible is the battle o£ the kings, and 
lorrid the look of their eyes* Their dark** 
>rown shields are cleft in twain ; and their 
fteel flies f broken , from their helmets. 
They fling their weapons down. Each 
rushes' (ij -to • the grafp of his foe. Their fi- 

ewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
from fide to fide , and ftrain and ftretch their 
large fpteading limbs below. But when the 
pride of their ftrength arofe , they shook 
the hill with their heels \ rocks tumble from 
their places on high ; the green-headed bushes 
overturned. .At length the ftrength of 

Iwaran fell $ and the king of the groves It 

ound. 

Thus have I feen on Cona ; ( but Cona 
behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

<i) Tfait paflage referable* one in the twenty-third 
Iliad. 

Clofc lock'd above their heads and arms are mist * 

Below their planted feet at diftance fixt ; 

Now to the grafp each manly body bends % 

The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcends % 

Their bones refound with blows \ fides , shoulders i 

thighs , 

Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. 
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thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue- 
rolling eyes of joy , often has she met her 
hero , returning rn the midft of the valiant; 
when his (word was red with (laughter <, 
and* his fees fitent in the fields of the tomb. 
Pleafant to her ears were thy bards , when 
jhine a&ions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the king of Morven;he moves 
below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength is 
like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefts 
«pf night are overturned* 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal ! thine 
jarra shall fight their battles : thou art the 
iirft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days 
4of their peace. Thou {peaked , and thy thouH 
•• ands obey ; and armies tremble at the found 
of thy fteel. Happy are thy people , Fingal , 
chiet of the lorieiy hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
In the thunder of his courfe? who is it but 
Starno's fon to meet the king of Morven? 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like 
the ftorm of the ocean , when two fpirits 
meet fair difhmt , and contend for the rolling 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noife on his 
hill ; and fees the high billows advancing 
to Ardven's shore* 

ySuchwctc the wordsof Connal, when the 



\ 



JBbok V. A* EPIC POEM. f$ x 

heroes met in the midft of their falling peo- 
iplei There was the clang of arms !. there every 
blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
nace ! Terrible is the battle of the kings, and 
;horrid the look of their eyes. Their dark* 
; brown shields are cleft in twain; and their 
ftcel flies , broken , from their helmets. 
They fling their weapons down. Each 
rushes (1/ to the grafp of his foe. Their fi- 
aewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
from fide to fide , and ftrain and ftretch their 
large fpreading limbs below. But when the 
,pride of their ftrength arofe , they shook 
the hill with their heels \ rocks tumble from 
their places on high j the green-headed bushes 
are overturned. At length the ftrength of 
Swaran fell $ and the king of the groves h 
bound* 

Thus have I feen on Cona ; ( but Cona 
1 behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

ti) Tfait pauage cefemblcs one in the twenty-third 
Jliad. 

Clofe lock'd above their beads and arms are mist % 
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt > 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends ; 
The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcends 5 
Their bones refound with blows > fides , shoulders j 

thighs, 
Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. 
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thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue- 
rolling eyes of joy , often has she met her 
hero , returning rn the midft of the valiant; 
when his {word was red with (laughter , 
and* Ms foes fitent in the fields of the tomb* 
Pleafant to her ears were thy bards , when 
thine a&ions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the kingofMorvenjhe moves 
below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength is 
like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefts 
«pf night arc overturned* 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal I thine 
jarm shall fight their battles : thou art the 
iirft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days 
of their peace. Thou (peaked , and thy thouH 
\ ands obey ; and armies tremble at the found 
of thy fteel. Happy are thy people , Fingal , 
chietof the lonely hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
in the thunder of his courfe ? who is it but 
Starno's fon to meet the king of Morven? 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like 
the ftorm of the ocean , when two fpirits 
meet far difbnt , and contend for the rolling 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noifc on his 
hill 5 and fees the high billows advancing 
to Ardven's shore. 

ySuchwctc the words of Connal, when the 
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heroes met in the midft of their falling peo- 
iple; There was the clang of arms !. there every 
blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
nace ! Terrible is the battle of the kings, and 
.horrid the look of their eyes* Their dark* 
•brown shields are cleft in twain; and their 
fteel flies , broken , from their helmets. 
They fling their weapons down. Each 
rushes (1/ to the graft) of his foe. Their fi- 
tiewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
from fide to fide , and ftrain and ftretch their 
large fpreading limbs below. But when the 
f pride of their ftrength arofe , they shook 
the hill with their heels \ rocks tumble from 
their places on high ; the green-headed bushes 
are overturned. At length the ftrength of 
Swaran fell j and the king of the groves is 
bound. 

Thus have I feen on Cona ; ( but Cona 
1 behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

tO Thii paflage tefemblcs one in the twenty-third 
Jliad. 

Clofc lock'd above their heads and arms are mitt ; 
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt > 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends ; 
The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcends 5 
Their bonei refound with blows \ fides , shoulders, 1 

thighs, 
Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. 
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thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue- 
rolling eyes of joy , often has she met her 
hero , returning m the midft of the valiant; 
when his (word was red with (laughter , 
and' his fees fitent in the fields of the tomb. 
Pleafant to her ears were thy bards , when 
jhine a&ions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the kingof Morven;he moves 
below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength is 
like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefts 
«pf night arc overturned* 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal ! thine 
jarra shall fight their battles : thou art die 
iirft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days 
of their peace. Thou (peaked, and thy thouH 
\ ands obey ; and armies tremble at the found 
of thy fleel. Happy are thy people , Fingal , 
chier of the lonely hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
'in the thunder of his courfe? who is it but 
Scarno's fon to meet the king of Morven? 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like 
the ftorm of the ocean , when two fpirits 
meet far diftant , and contend for the rolling 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noife on his 
hill 5 and fees the high billows advancing 
to Ardven's shore* 

ySuch were (he words of Connal ? when the 
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heroes met in the midft of their falling peo- 
iple; There was the clang of arms J. there every 
blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
nace ! Terrible is the battle of the kings , and 
.horrid the look of their eyes* Their dark*- 
-brown shields are cleft in twain; and their 
fteel flies , broken , from their helmets. 
They fling their weapons down. Each 
rushes (1/ to the graft) of his foe. Their fi- 
aewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
from fide to fide , and ftrain and ftretch their 
large fpreading limbs below. But when the 
,pride of their ftrength arofc , they shook 
the hill with their heels \ rocks tumble from 
their places on high ; the green-headed bushes 
are overturned. At length the ftrength of 
Swaran fell j and the king of the groves Is 
bound. 

Thus have I feen on Cona \ ( but Cona 
1 behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

ti) This pauage tefemblcs one in the twenty-third 
Iliad. 

Clofe lock'd above their heads and arms are mist % 
Below their planted feet at diftance fixr > 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends ; 
The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcends $ 
Their bones refound with blows \ fides , shoulders i 

thighs, 
Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. 
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thy fteel. Often has Bragela met with blue- 
rolling eyes of joy y often has she met her 
hero , returning rn the midft of the valiant; 
when his fword was red with (laughter , 
and his fees fitent in the fields of the tomb. 
Pleafatit to her ears were thy bards , when 
thine a&ions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the kingof Morven;he moves 
below like a pillar of fire. His ftrength is 
like the ftream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
/echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefis 
«pf night are overturned* 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal ! thine 
jarra shall fight their battles : thou art the 
iirft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days 
of their peace. Thou {peaked , and thy thouH 
\ ands obey > and armies tremble at the (bund 
of thy fteel. Happy are thy people , Fingal , 
chiet of the lonely hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
in the thunder of his courfe? who is it but 
Starno's fon to meet the king of Morven? 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like 
the frorm of the ocean , when two fpirits 
meet far diftant , and contend for the rolling 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noife on his 
hill 5 and fees the high billows advancing 
to Ardvens shore. 

ySuchwetc the words of Connal, when the 
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heroes met in the midft of their falling peov 
iple; There was the clang of arms I. there every 
blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
nace ! Terrible is the battle of the kings, and 
horrid the look of their eyes* Their dark*- 
brown shields are cleft in twain ; and their 
fteel flies , broken , from their helmets. 
They fling their weapons down* Each 
rushes l(i) to the gralp of his foe. Their fi- 
tiewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
from fide to fide » and Grain and ftretch their 
large fpreading limbs below. But when the 
f pride of their ftrength arofe , they shook 
the hill with their heels \ rocks tumble from 
their places on high ; the green-headed bushes 
are overturned. .At length the ftrength of 
Swaran fell j and the king of the groves Is 
bound* 

Thus have I feen on Cona ; ( but Cona 
1 behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

ti) Thii pauage referable* one in the twenty-third 
Iliad. 

Clofc lock'd above their heads and arms are mist * 
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt > 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends ; 
The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcends 5 
Their bones refound with blows > fides , shoulders j 
thighs, ? 

Swell to each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. 
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thy fteel. Often hasBragela met with blue- 
rolling eyes of joy y often has she met her 
hero , returning m the midft of the valiant; 
when his {word was red with (laughter, 
and Ms fees filent in the fields of the tomb* 
Pleafatit to her ears were thy bards , when 
thine anions rofe in the fong. 

But behold the kingofMorven;he moves 
below like a pillar of fire* His ftrength is 
tike the frream of Lubar, or the wind of the 
echoing Croatia ; when the branchy forefts 
j©f night are overturned. 

Happy are thy people , O Fingal I thine 

Srm shall fight their battles : thou art the 
, rft in their dangers ; the wifeft in the days J 
of their peace. Thou fpeakeft , and thy thouH 
\ ands obey > and armies tremble at the Couni 
of thy fteel. Happy are thy people , Fingal 
chier of the lonely hills. 

Who is that fo dark and terrible , coming 
in the thunder of his courfe? who is it but 
Starno's fon to meet the king of Morven? 
Behold the battle of the chiefs : it is like 
the ftorm of the ocean 3 when two fpirits 
meet far diftant , and contend for the rolling 
of the wave. The hunter hears the noife on his 
hill ; and fees the high billows advancing 
to Ardven's shore* 

ySuch were the words of Connal , when the 
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heroes met in the midft of their falling peo- 
iplej. There was the clang of arms I. there every 
i blow, like the hundred hammers of the fur- 
pace ! Terrible is the battle of the kings, and 
Ihorrid die look of their eyes. Their dark*- 
brown shields are cleft in twain; and their 
led flies , broken , from their helmets* 
They fling their weapons down. Each 
®hcs(i) to the graip of his foe. Their fi- 
aewy arms bend round each other : they turn 
rom fide to fide , and {train and ftretch their 
large (preading limbs below. But when the 
pride of their ftrength arofe , they shook 
lie hill with their heels j rocks tumble from 
heir places on high $ the green-headed bushes 
re overturned. .At length the ftrength of 
£waran fell 3 and the king of the groves is 
ound. 

Thus have I feen on Cona ; ( but Coxtfi 
behold no more ) thus have I feen two 

f 1 ) Thi j pafTage refemblcs one in the twenty-third 
Iliad. 

Clofe lock'd above their heads and arms are mixt $ 
Below their planted feet at diftance fixt j 
Now to the grafp each manly body bends 5 
The humid fweat from ev'ry pore defcendi 5 
Their bones refound with blows > fides , shoulders } 

thighs , 
Swell to .each gripe , and bloody tumours rife. . 
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dark hills removed from their place by the 
itrength of the burftiag lire am. They turn 
•from fide to fide , and their tall oaks meet 
ione another on high. Then they fall together 
•with. aH -their rocks and trees. The ftreams 
are turned by their fides , and the red ruin 
js feen afar* 

Sons of the king of Morven , fitid the no* 
£>le Fingal , guard the king of Lochiin ; foe 
ie is ftrong , as his thoufanj waves. His hand 
•is taught to the battle , and his race of the 
.times of old. Gaul , thou iirit of my heroes , 
and (Mian king of fongs, attend the friend 
«f Agandecca > and raile to joy his grief. — 
JBut , Ofcar , Fillan , Rynp , ye children of 
*he race ! pur&e thexeit pf Loehlin over the 
heath of Lena ; that no veflel may hereafter 
bound on the darjp -rolling waves of Inif 

They flew like lightning over the heath. 
He flpwty moved as a cloud of thunder, when 
the fultry plain offummer is filent.His fword 
is before him as a fon-'beam , terrible as the 
ftreaming meteor of night. He came toward 
a chief of Lochiin , and fpoke to the fon of 
the wave. 

Who is that like a cloud at the rock of 
the roaring itream ? He cannot bound over 
its cburfe ; yet ftately is the. chief i hisbofly 
#%ld is on his fide j and his ipear like the 
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tree of the defart. Youth of the dark-b*6w» 
hair, artthouofFingal's foes? 

I am a fon of Lochlin , he cries , anil 
ftrong is my arm in war. My fpoufe is weep-' 
ing at home , but Orla (i) will neves re-: 
turn. 

Or fighfc or yields the herb , faid Fingat 
of the noble deeds ? foes do not conquer 
in my prefence : but my friends are renown- 
ed in the hall. Son of the wave , follow 
me , partake the feaft of my shells , ancf 
^urfirc the deer of my defaru 

No : faid the hero , t aflift the feeble : mf 
ftrength shall remain* with the weak in arms, 
My (word has teen always unmatched > Q 
warrior : let the king of Morven yield. : 

< I never yielded, Orla , Fiii^al never yiehP 
ed to man. Draw thy fworl and chute thy 
foe. Many, are my hejeoes* 

And does the king rerufe the dombat , (aid 
Orla of the ' dark-brown hak } Fingal is sr 

(i) the ftory of Orla is fo Beautiful and affect- 
ing in the original , that many are in poflculoa 
of it , in the north of Scotland , who never heard* 
a Cy liable more of the poem. If varies thea&ktii, 
and awakes the attention of the readei , when he 
rtpeftcd nothing but languor in the cbnctu& of the 
jioem , as the great a&ton was over in the c<H3«* 
queft of Swaran, .- 
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snatch for Orla : and he alone of all his race. 
— But , king of Morven, if I shall fell , ( as 
one time the warrior mail- die ; ) raUe my 
comb in the midft , and let it be the greateft 
on Lena. And fend , over the dark-blue wave, 
the fwordof Orla to the fpoufe'ofhis love; 
that she may shew it to her fon , with tears , 
to kindle nis foul to war* 

Son of |he mournful tale , faid Fingal, why 
clod thou awaken my tears ? One day the 
warriors mull die , and the children fee their 
Ufeiefs arms in the hall. But , Orla, thy tomb 
shall rife , and thy white - bofomed fpoufe 
weep pver thy fword. 

They fought on the heath of Lena, but 
feeble was the arm of Orla. The (word of. 
Fingai defcended , and cleft his shield in 
twain. It fell , and glittered on the around % 
as the. mpon on . the . fiream of night 

King of Morven' , faid the hero , lift thy 
fword , and pierce my bread. Wounded and 
feint from battle,my friends hare left me here. 
The mournful ^ale shall come to my love on 
the banks of the ftreamy Loda ; when she 
is alone in the wood, and the ruffling blaft 
in the leaves. 

No ; (aid the king of Monren , I will ne- 
ver wound thee , Orla. On the banks of Loda 
\tf her fee thee efcaped from the hands of 
^ar. Let thy gray-haired father, who, per* 
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baps , is blind with age , hear the found off 
thy voice in his hall. — With joy let the hero 
rile, and fearch for his fon with his hands* 

But never will he find him , Fingal , faidi 
the youth of the ftreamy Loda. — On Lena'? 
heath I shall die ; and foreign bards will talk 
cf me. My broad belt covers my wound of 
death. And now I give it to the wind. 

The dark blood poured from his fide, he fell 
pale on the heath of Lena. Fingal bends ove* 
Aim as he dies , and calls his younger heroes* 

Ofcar and Fillan , my Cons , raife high the 
memory of Orla. Here let the dark-hairei 
hero reft far from the fpoufe of his love. Here 
let him reft in his narrow houfe far from 
the found of Loda. The fons of the feeble 
will find his bow at home , but will not be 
able to bend it. His faithful dogs howl on his 
Bills, and his boars , which he ufed to pur- 
fue , rejoice. Fallen is the arm of battle ; thd 
mighty among the valiant is low ! 

Exalt the voice , and blow the horn , ye 
ions of the king of Morven : let us go back 
to Swaran, and fend the night away on fong. 
Fillan , Ofcar , and Ryno , fly over the heatn 
of Lena. Wh$re ,Ryno , art thou, young fon 
of fame ?> Thou art not wont to be the laft 
to anfwer thy rather. 

Ryno . £aid Ullin ficft of trt&is o&xwS&^'fc^ 
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awful forms of his fathers. With Trathal king 
of shields, and Trenmor of the mighty deeds. 
The youth is low , — the youth is pale, — he 
lies on Lena's heath. 

And fell the fwifteft in the race , {aid the 
king , the firft to bend the bow ? Thou 
fcarce haft been known to me : why did 

£oung Ryno fall ? But fleep thou foftly on 
,ena , Fingal shall foon behold thee. Soon 
shall my voice be heard no more , and my 
footfteps ceafe to be feen. The bards will 
cell of Fingal's name ; the ftones will 
talk of me. But , Ryno , thou art low in- 
deed ,— thou haft not received thy feme. U£- 
lin , ftrike the harp for Ryno ; tell what the 
chief would have been. Farewel , thou firft ia 
every field. No mote shall I direft thy dart* 
Thou that haft been fo fair ; I behold thee 
not — Farewel. 

The tear is on the cheek of the king ; for 
jerrible was his fon in war. His fon I that 
was like a beam of fire by night on the hill;, 
when the forefts fink down in its courfe 4 and 
the traveller trembles at the (bund* / 

Whofe fame is in that dark-green toknb » 
begun the king of generous shells ? four fton.es 
with their heads of mofs ftand there ; and 
mark the narrow houfe of death. Near it 
let my Ryno reft , and be the neighbour of 
the valiant. Perhaps fome chief of fame is 
fieie to fly with m^ Cow on. clouds. O Uliin, 



*<*>k V. Am EPIC POEft. 16$ 

raife the fongs of other times. Bring to me-' 
mory the dark dwellers of the tomb. If in, 
the held of the valiant they never fled front 
danger , my fon shall reft with them , fat 
from his friends , on the heath- of Lena* 

Here , faid the mouth of the fong , here? 
reft the firft of heroes. Silent is Lamderg (i)f 
ifi this tomb , and UHin king of fwords. An a 
who ,. foft fmiling from her cloud T shews* 
me her face of love ? Why , daughte* , why 
Co pale art thou y firft of the maids ofCrom- 
fe? Doft thou fleep with the foes in battle r 
Gelchoffa, white-bofomed daughter of Tua~ 
thai ? — Thou haft been the love of thousands,; 
but Lamderg was thy love. He came to .Sel~ 
ma's molly tower^y and^ftriking, his- dads« 
buckler ^(poke ^ 

~: Wfere irGddtoffar, myfove, thedaugfr-- 
ter of the noble Tuathal ?I left her in the halE 
of Setma : , when I fbught'withehe gfoomy Ul^ 
fedda. Return foon , O Lamderg, she faid, for 
here I am ih'the midfl of (brrow. Her white- 
breaft rofe with fighs* Her cheek was wet witb 
tears. But I' fee her not coming to meet raejand* 
to (both my foul after battle. Silent is the halt 
•fray joy x I hear not the voice of the bardr* 

fi) Lamh-dhearg .fignififes bloody hand; Gelchofla V» 
Wfuu-Uggcd. Tuathal , furly. Ulfadda , lon^bcar^ 
Jtacivos , thi wnqmor of mtiu 
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—Bran ( i ) does not shake his chains at the 
gate , glad at the coming of Lamderg. Where 
is Gelchofla , my love , the mild daughter of 
die generous Tuathal* 

Lamderg ! fays Ferchios the fon of Aidon , 
Gelchofla may be on Cromla ; she and die 
maids of the bow purfuing the flying deer. 

Ferchios? replied the chief of Cromla , no 
noife meets the ear of Lamderg. No found is 
in the woods of Lena. No defer fly in my 
fight* No panting dog purfues. I fee not Gel- 
chofla my love , fair as the full moon fct- 
ling on the hills of Cromla. Go , Ferchips , 
go to Allad (x) the gray -haired fon of the 
rock. His dwelling is in the circle of ftones. 
He may know-of Gelchoffiu 

The fon of Aidon went ; and ipoke to the 
ear of age. Alted \ thou that dwdleft in the 

(i) Bran is a common name of gray-hounds to 
this day. It is a cuftom, in the north Qf Scotland, to 
give the names of the heroes mentioned in this poem, 
to their dogs 3 a proof that they are familiar to the 
car, and their fame generally known. 

(2) Allad is plainly a druid : he is called the fon 
off the rock , from his dwelling in a care 5 and the 
circle of ftonct here mentioned is the pale of the drui- 
dical temple. He is here confulced, as one who had a 
fupernatural knowledge of things s from the druids , 
no doubt , came the ridiculous notion of the fecodgi 
^ht, which prevailed in the highlands and iftei. 
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rock , thou that trembleft alone , what faw 
thine eyes of age? 

Ifevr, anfvrered AUad the old, Ullin the 
Ton of Cairbar. He came like a cloud from 
Cromla ; and he hummed a fufly fong like 
a blaft in a leaflefs wood. He entered the 
hall of Sejma. — Lamderg , he faid , moft 
dreadful of men , fight or yield to Ullin. 
Lamderg , replied Gelchoua , the fon of 
Battle, is not here. He fights Ulradda mighty 
chief. He is not here, thou firft of men* 
Put Lamderg never yielded. He will fight the 
fon of Cairbar. 

Lovely art thou, faid terrible Ullin , daugh* 
ter of the generous TuathaH I carry thee to 
Cairbar s halls. The valiant shall have Gei- 
chofla. Three days I remain on Cromla, to 
wait that fon of battle , Lamderg. On the 
fourth Gelchofla is mine, if the mighty Lam-. 
dexg flies. . 

AUad I {aid the chief of Cromla , peace to 
thy dreams in the cave* Ferchios , found the 
horn of Lamderg , that Ullin may hear on 
Cromla. Lamderg (i) , like a roaring ftorm, 
afcended the hill from Selma. He hummed 

(i) The reader will find thispaflage altered from 
what it was in the fragments of ancient poetry. — • 
Jt is delivered down very differently by tradition** 
and the tranflator has chofea that reading which fay 
fours leail of boAbaft. 
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a (uriy £bng as he went, like the noife of a 
falling ftream. He flood like a cloud on the 
hill , that varies its. form . to the wind* He 
Tolled a (rone, the fign of war. Ullin heard 
in Cairbar*s hall. The hero heard, wirh joy, 
lis foe , and took his father's {pear. A fmile 
brightens his dark-brown cheek, as he places 
iiis fword by his fide. The dagger glittered 
in his hand. He whittled as he went. 

Gekhofla few the itlent chief, as a wreath 
of mift afcending the hill.— She ftruck her 
white and heaving breaftj. and filent > tearful, 
feared for Lamderg. 

Cairbar , hoary chief of shells , fait! the 
maid of the tender hand , I muft bend the 
bow on Cromla ; for I fee the dark-brown 
hinds* 

She hafted up the hilL Tn vain ! the gloomy 
heroes fought. — Why should I tell the king 
of Morver* how wrathful heroes fight !-^ 
fierce Ullm fell. Young Lamderg came alt 
pale to the daughter of generous Tuarhal. 

What blood, my love, the (oft-haixed wo~ 
jiaan faid, what blood runs down my war- 
rior's fide? — It is Ullin's bloody the chief 
replied , thou fairer than the fnow of Cromla I 
Xielchoffa, let me reft here alittle while. The 
jBfghty Lamderg died* 

And ileeyeft thou, & fooa oa earth x Q 
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chief of shady Crornla? three days she mourn- 
ed befide her love. — The hunters found 
her dead, They raifed this tomb above the 
three. Thy fon, O king of Morven , may reft 
here with heroes. 

And here my (on shall reft, {aid FingaT, 
the noife of their fame has readied my ears. 
Fillan and Fergus \ bring hither Orla j the 
pale youth of the ftreara of Lcwfe. Not un- 
equalled shall Ryno lie in earth, when Oria 
is by his fide. Weep, ye daughters of Mor- 
veit, and ye maids of the flreamy Loda. Like 
a tree they grew* on the hitf s ; and they have 
fallen like the oak (i) of the defart; when 
it lies acrofi a ft re am, and withers in the 
wind of the mountain. 

QCqzt I chief of every youth ! thou (eeffc 
how they have fallen*. Be thou , like them, 
on earth renowned. Like them the fong of 
bards. Terrible were their forms in battle^ 
but calm was Ryno m the days of peace- 
He was like the bow* of the shower feen far 
diftant on the ftream; when the fiirr is fetting 
en Mora, and filenceon the hill of deer. Reft,, 
yoimgefrof my(bns r reft* O Ryno, onLenat 

(i) «s oTt tic Jfis tptmt HoMi It vt* 

as the mountain oat 

Nods to the ax , tHl „ with a groaning found , 

It finks i and fprcadi its honours on the ground 
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We too shall be no more; for the warrior 
one day mult fall. 

Such was thy grieJF, thou king of hills; 
When Ryno lay. on earth. What mult the 

frief of Offian be, for thou thyself art gone, 
hear not thy diftant voice on Cona. My 
eyes perceive thee not. Often forlorn and 
dark! fit at thy tomb; and feel it with my 
Lands. When I think I hear thy voice; it is 
tut the blaft of the delsut. — Fjngal has long 
£nce fallen afleep, the ruler of the war. 

Then Gaul and Olfian fa< with Swaran on 
the foft green banks of Lubar. I touched the 
harp to pleafe the king. But gloomy was his 
brow. He rolled his red eyes towards Lena. 
.The hero mourned his people. 

I lifted my eyes to Cromla, and I (aw the 
Ton of generous Senio. — Sad and flow he re- 
tired from his hill towards the lonely cave 
of Tura. He law Fingal victorious, and mixed 
his joy with grief. The fun is bright on his 
armour, and Connal flowly followed. They 
funk behind the hill, like two pillars of the firp 
of night; when winds purfue them over the 
mountain , and the flaming heath refounds. Be- 
(ide a ftream of roaring foam his cave is in a 
rock. One tree bends above it ; and the rushing 
winds echo againft its fides. Here relts the 
chief of Dunfcaich, the fon of generous Semo. 
fiis thoughts axe oain& toftit ut loft \ and xkq 
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tear is on his cheek. He mourned the depar- 
ture of his fame that fled like the mill of Cona. 
O Bragela , thou art too far remote to cheer 
the foul of the hero. But let him fee thy bright 
form in his foul; that his thoughts may return 
to the lonely fun-beam of Dunfcaich. 

Who comes with the locks of age ? It is the 
fon of (one. Hail, Carril of other times, thy 
voice is like the harp in the halls of Tura. 
Thy words are pleafant as the shower that 
falls on the fields of the fun. Carril of the 
times of old, why comeft thou from the fon 
of the generous Semo ? 

Offian king of (words , replied the bard, 
thou beftraifeft the fong. Long haft thou been 
known to Carril , thou ruler of battles. Often 
have I touched the harp to lovely Evirallin. 
Thou too haft often accompanied my voice 
in Branno'shall of generous shells. And of- 
ten, amidft our voices, was heard the mil deft 
Evirallin. One day she fung of Cormac's fall, 
the youth that died for her love. I few the 
tears on her cheek, and on thine, thou chief 
of men. Her foul was touched for the un- 
happy , though she loved him not. How fair 
among a thoufand maids was the daughter of ' 
the generous Branno ! 

Bring not, Carril, ! replied , bring not her 
memory to my mind. My foul mult melt at 
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the remembrance. My eyes muft have their 
tears. Pale in die earth isshe, thefoftly-Uush- 
ing fair of my love. But fit thou on the. heathy 
O Bard ,, and let us hear thy voice. It ii plea- 
fanf as the gale of fprine thatiighson; the hun- 
ter's ear; when he wakens from dreams o£ 
joy, and has heard the mufic of the fpirits o£ 
AeUlL 
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ARGUMENT to Book VL 

Night comes orr. fingal gives a feaji to t 
army , at which Swaran is prefcnt. 1 
king commands Vllin his bard to give \ 
fong of peace; a cufiom always obfen 
at the end of a warm Vllin relates the aBit 
cfTrenmor, great grand-father to Fingal 
Scandinavia, and his marriage with It 
baca> the daughter of a king of Lock 
who was ancefior to Swaran; uhicA ct 
f deration ^ together with his being brother 
Agandecca > with whom Fingal was 
love in his youth, induced the king to rtlti 
him, and permit him to return, with t 
remains of his army , into Lochlin y up 
his promije of never returning to Irelan 
in a hoftile manner. The night isfpent 
fettling Swaran s departure , in Jongs 
bards, and in a converfation in which t 
ftory of Grumal is introduced by Fingi 
Morning comes* Swaran departs; Fing 
goes on a hunting party , and finding C 
chullin in the cave ofTura, conforts hit 
andfets fail, the next day , for Scodam 
which concludes the poem. 
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B O O K V I. ( i) 

_ » ' »■« 

X he clouds of night come rolling down* 
and reft on Cromla's dark-brown fteep. The 
ftars of the north arife over the rolling of the 
waves of Ullin; they shew their heads of fire 
through the flying inift of heaven. A di£ 
. tant wind roars in the wood 5 but filent and 
dark is the plain of death. 

Still on the darkening Lena arofe in my 
cars the tuneful voice of; Carril. He £img of 
the companions of out youth , and the days 
of former years*, when we met on the banks 
of Lego, and fent round the joy of the shell. 
' Cromla, with its cloudy fteeps, anfwered to 

(j) This book opens with the foutth night , and 
ends on the morning of the fixth day. The time of 
£vc days , five nights , and a part of the fixth day, 
is taken up in the poem. The fcene'lies in the heath 
o'f Lena , and the mountain Cromla, on the coaft of 
UUler. 
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Us voice. The ghofts of thofc lie fung came 
in their ruftling blaft. They were feen to bend 
with joy towards die found of their praife. 

Be thy foul blcft. O Carril, in the audit of 
thy .eddying winds, O that thou would come 
to my hall , when I am alone by night i — And 
thou doll come, my friend > I hear often thy 
light hand on my harp ; when it hangs da the 
diftant wall, and the feeble found touches my 
ear* Why doft thou not fpeak to me in -my 

§rief , and tell wheal shah behold my friends ? 
ut thou paffeft away in thy murmuring blaft 5 
and thy wind whittles through the gray hair 
of Oman* 

How on the fide of Mora the heroes gather- 
ed to thefeaft. A thoufand aged oaks are burn- 
ing to the wind. — The ftrength ( i ) of the 
shells goes round. And the, fouls of warriors 
brighten with joy. But the king of Lochlinls 

(l) tiy the ftrength.of the shelf, is meant the 
lfquor the heroes drunk : of what kind it was , can- 
sot be afecrtained at this diftanct of time, Thetranf- 
lator has met with fcveral ancient poems, that men* 
tion wax- lights and wine, as common in the halts of 
Tingal. The names of both arc borrowed from the 
Xatin, which plainly shews thatouranceftors had them 
from the Romans , if they had them at a4L The : Ca- 
ledonians in their frequent incurfions to the province, 
might become acquainted with thofe conveniences of 
life , and introduce them into their own country , 
among the booty which they carried from South Bri- 

UUQ. 
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iilent, and forrow reddens in the eyes of his 
pride. He often turned toward Lena and re* 
membered ch^t Be feli. r i" - ■ 

Fingal leaned on theshield of his fathers. 
,His gray locks flowly waved on the wind, 
and glittered to the beam of night. He faw 
the grief of Swaran, and (poke to the firfl of 
JBards. 

Raife, Ullin, raife the long of peace \ and 
(both my foul after battle, that my ear may for- 
get the noife of arms. And let a hundred harps 
be near to gladden the king of Lochlin. He 
jnuft depart from us with joy. — None ever; 
went fad from Fingal. Qfcar ! the lightning 
ofmylVord is againft theftrongin battle; 
; but peaceful it lies by my fide> when warrior^ 
yield in war, . 

. Trenmor ( 1 ) , faid the mouth of the fongs f 
lived in the days of other years. He bounded 
over the waves ,of the north , companion of 
the ftorm. The high rocks of the land of 
Lochlin, and its groves of murmuring founds 
appeared to the hero through the miftj — he 
bound his white-bofbmed fails. — 1- Trenmo* 
purfued the boar that roared along the woods 
of Gormal. lj/lany had fled from its prefencej 
but the fpear of ^Trenmor flew it. 

(i)Trenmor was $rcac grandfather to Fingal. The 
ftory is introduced to facilitate the dUxni$on of 
$wataa. 
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Three chiefs, that beheld the deed , told of 
the mighty ftfanger. They told that he ftood 
like a pillar of fire in the bright arms of his 
ralour. The kins of Lochlin prepared the 
•feaft , and called the blooming Trenmor. 
Three days he feafted at GormaFs windy 
lovers; and got his choice in the combat. 

The land of Lochlin had no hero that 

- yielded not to Trenmor. The shell of joy went 

round with fongs in praife of the king of Mor- 

ven; he that came over the waves, the fir ft of 

mighty men. 

Now, when the fourth gray morn arofe, the 
hero launched his ship; and, walking along 
the filent shore, waited for the rushing wind. 
For loud and difVant he heard the blaft mur- 
muring in the grove* 

Covered over with arms of fteel , albn of 
the woody Gormal appeared. Red was his 
cheek and fair his hair. His skin like the fnow 
of Morven. Mild rolled his blue and Grilling 
eye, when he fpoke to the king of (words. 

Stay, Trenmor, ftay thou firft of men; 
thou haft not conquered Lonval's Ton. My 
(word has often met the brave. And the wi(c 
shun the ftrength of my bow. - 

Thou fair-haired youth , Trenmor replied ; 
I will not fight with Lonval's (on. Thine arr$ 
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is feeble , fun-beam of beauty. Retire to Got* 
mal's dark-brown Hinds* 

But I will retire replied the youth, with 
the fword of Trenmor ; and exult in the found 
of my fame. The virgins shall gather with 
fmiles around him who conquered Trenmor. 
They shall (igh with the fighs of love, and 
admire the length of thy {pear; when I shall 
carry it among thoufands, and lift the glitter* 
ing point to the fun. 

Thou shalt never carry my (pear, faid the 
2ngry king of Morveu. — Thy mother shall 
find thee pale on the shore of the echoing 
Gornial ; and , looking over the dark-blue 
deep, fee the fails ofjtum that flew her fon# 

I will not lift the (pear, replied the youth; 
my arm is not ftrong with years. But with 
the feathered dart I have learned to pierce a 
diftant foe. Throw down that heavy mail of 
fteel ; for Trenmor is covered all over. —I 
firft will lay my mail on earth. — Throw. m 
now thy dart ^ thou king of Morven. 

He faw the heaving of her breaft. It was 
the fifter of the king, — She had feen him in 
the halls of Gormal; and loyed his face of 
youth. — The fpear drop? from the hand of 
Trenmor ; hebent hjs red cheek to the ground ; 
for he had feen hex like a beam of light * that 
meets the fans of the cave t when they, t&ti£t 
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the fields of the fun,and bend their acfc^J-j^ 

Chief of the windy Morven , b^^^ 
maid of the arms of foow, let me re/tl*. 
bounding ship, far from the love of C^ 
For he , like thunder of the defart , is te^, 
to Inibaca. He loves me in the gloom ofi 
pride, and shakes ten thoufand (pears. 

Reft thou in peace, (aid the mighty Tre 
mor, behind the shield of my fathers* I w 
not fly from the chief, though he shakes t 
thoufand (pears* 

Three days he waited on the shore; a 
fent his horn abroad. He called Corlo 
.battle from all his echoing hills. But Coi 
came not to battle. The king of Lochlin d< 
xended. He feafted on roaring shore, ai 
gave the maid to Trenmor. 

King of Lochlin , faid Fingal , thy blo< 
flows in the veins of thy foe. Our famili 
met in battle , becaufe they loved the ftri 
of fpears. But often did they feaft in t 
hall 5 and fend round the joy of tl 
shell.— -Let thy face brighten with gladnef 
and thine ear delight in the bard. Dreadful 
the ftorm of thine ocean, thou haft poun 
thy valour forth 5 thy voice has been lil 
the voice of thousands, when theyengaj 
in battle. Raife , to morrow , thy white (ai 
to ths wind , thou brother or Agandecc 
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Bright as the beam of noon , she comes on 
my mourn&l foul. I faw thy tears for the fair 
one, and (pared thee in the halls of Starno; 
when my lword was red with (laughter, and 
my eye full of tears for the maid. — Or doft 
thou chufe the fight? The combat which thy 
fathers gave to Trenmor is thine : that thou 
mayeft depart renowned , like the fun fetting 
in the weft. 

King of the race of Morven, faid the chief 
of the waves of Lochlin, never will Swaran 
fight with thee, firft of a thoufand heroes. I 
iaw thee in the halls ofStarno , and few were 
thy years beyond my own. — When shall \ w 
faid I to my foul , lift the fpear like the noble 
Fingal ? we have fought heretofore, O war-, 
rior, on the fide of the shaggy Malmor; after 
my waves had carried me to thy halls, and 
the feaft of a thoufand shells was fpread. Let 
the bards fend him who overcame to future 
years, for noble was the ftrife of heathy 
Malmor. 

But many of the ships of Lochlin iiave loft 
their youths on Lena. Take thefe , thou king 
of Morven, and be the friend of Swaran. And 
when thy fons shall come to the moffy towers 
ofGormal, the feaft of shells shall be fpread 9 
and the combat offered on the vale. 

Nor ship, replied the king, shall Fm^sL 
take , nor land of many hills. TYifc &sSn& ^» 
Vol I ^ 
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enough to me with all its deer \ and woods* 
Rife on thy waves again, thou noble friend 
of Agandecca. Spread thy white fails to the 
beam of the morning , and return to the 
echoing halls of Gormak 

Bleft be thy foul , thou king of shells , (aid 
S varan of the dark-brown shield. In peace, 
ihon art the gale of fpring , in war, the moun- 
f ain-frorm. Take now ray hand in friendship, 
thou noble king of Morven. Let thy bards 
mourn thofe who fell. Let Erin give the (bns 
of Lochlin to earth ; and raife the molly 
ftones. of their fame. That the children of 
the north hereafter may behold the place 
where their fathers fought ; and Tome hunter 
may fay, when he leans on a mofly tomb, 
here Ftngal and Swaran fought , the heroes 
of other years. Thus hereafter shall he fay, 
and our fame shall lad for ever. 

l Swaran, faid the king of the hills, to-day 
our fame is greateft. We shall pafs away like a 
dream. No found will be in the fields of our 
battles. Our tombs will be loft in the heath. 
The hunter shall not know the place of our 
reft. 'Our names may be heard in long, but ihe 
ftrength of our arms will ceafe. O Oflian> 
Carril; and Ullin, you know of heroes that 
are no more. Give us the fong of other years. 
bet .the night pafs away on the found, tod 
inproing returu widv \o^j* 
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We gave the fong to die kings, and a 
hundred harps accompanied our voice. The 
face of Swaran brightened like the full moon 
of heaven , when the clouds vanish away,,' 
and leave her calm and broad in the midft of 
the sky. 

It was then that Fingal (poke to Carril , the 
chief of other times. Where is the fon of 
Semo, the king of the tile of mid? has he retired, 
like the meteor of death, to the dreary cave 
ofTura? 

Cuchullin , faid Cart il of other times ; 
lies in the dreary cave of Tura. His hand 
is on the (word of his ftrength , his thoughts 
on the battle which he loft. Mournful 
is the king of ipears j for he has often been 
victorious. He fends the fword of his war 
to reft on the fide of Fingal. For, like the 
ftorm of the defart , thou haft fcattered att 
lis foes. Take , O Fineal , the fword of 
the hero ; for his fame is departed like mift , 
when it flies before the ruftling wind of the 
vale. 

No : replied the king, Fingal shall never 
take his word* His jam is mighty in war$ 
and tell him his fame shall never tail. Many 
have been overcome in battle, that have 
jhone afterwards like the fun of heaven, 

Swaran , king of tae teCo\xtv£u&%\» vA* 
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^ive all thy grief away.— -The vanquisher! J 
Crave , are renowned. They are like did /^ 
iu a cloud,when he hides his face in the&vofr, 
hui looks again on the hills of grafs* 

Grumal was a chief of Cona. He fought 
the battle on every coaft. His foul rejoicedin 

i>lood , his ear in the din of arms. He poured 

his warriors on thefbunding Craca; andCraca s 
king met him from his grove ; for then, within 

Jthe circle of firumo (i), he ipoke to the ilone 

of power. 

JFierce was the battle of the heroes, for 
[the maid of the hreaft of fnow. The fame 
of the daughter of Craca had .reached Gru- 
mal at the ftreams of Cona j he vowed to 
Jiave the white-bofomed maid , or die on 
,the echoing Craca. Three days they ftrove 
together , and Grumal ^ on the fourth, was 
Jbound. 

Far from his rriends,thcy placed him in the 
^horrid circle of Brumo ; where often , they 
laid , the ghpfts of the dead howled round the 
ilone of their fear. But afterwards he shone 
•like a pillar of the light of heaven* They fell 
by his mighty hand , and Grumal had his 
fame,. 



(i) This paflage alludes to the religion of the king 
of Craca. See a note on % fiinUar fubjeft , in the 
ihitd book. 
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Raife , ye bards of other times , raife high 
the praife of heroes; that my foul may feeder 
on their fame $ and- the mind of Swaran» 
eeafe to be fad. 

They lay in the heath of Mora ; the dark 
winds ruffled ofrer {he heroes. — A hundred 
voices at once arofe , a hundred harps were 
ftrung-, they fung. of other times , and the 
nighty chiefs of former years. 

When now shall I hear the bard i or rejoice^ 
at the fame of my fathers ? The harp is* 
not fining on Morven j nor the voice of 
mufic raifed on Cona. Dead with the mighty 
is the bard; and fame is in the defart no more.' 

Morning trembles with the beam of the* 
caft , and glimmers on gray-headed Cromla. 
Over Lena is heard the horn of Swaran , and 
the fons of the ocean gather around. — 
Silent and fad , they mount the wave , and 
the blaft of Ullin is behind their (ails. White > 
as the mift of Morven, they float along the fea* 

Gall , faid Fingal, call my dogs , the long* 
bounding fons of the chace. Call white- breaft- 
cd Bran j and the furly ftrength of Luath. 
- — Fillan , and Ryno — but he is not here; 
iny fon refts on the bed of death. Fillan 
and Fergus, blow my horn, that the joy of' 
the chace may arife ; that the deer of Cromla 
may hear , and Aart at the lake of roes v 
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The shrill found (preach along the wood. 
The fons of heathy Cromla arife. — A thou- 
fand dogs fly off at once y gray-bounding 
through tfye heath. A deer fell by every dog, 
and three by the white-breafted Bran. He 
brought them , in their flight , to Fingal , 
that the joy of the king might Be great. 

One deer fell at the tomb of Ryno ; and 
the grief of Fingal returned. He lav hovr 
peaceful lay the ftone of him who was the 
firft at the chace- — No more shalt thou rife^ 
Q my fon , t,o partake of the feaft of Cromla. 
Soon will thy tomb be hid * and the jjrafi 
grow rank on thy grave. The fans at the 
feeble shall pafs over it , and shall not know, 
that the mighty lies there, 

Oflian and Fillan , fons of my ftrength ,* 
and Gaul king of the blue fwords of war , 
Ictus afcend the hill , to the cave of Tura, and 
find the chief of the battles of Erin. — Are 
thefc the walls of Tura ? gray and lonely 
they rife on the heath. The king of shells 
is. lad , and the halls are defolate. Come ,-let 
us find the king of {words , and give him 
all our joy. — But is that Cuchullin,0 Fillan, 
or a pillar of fmoke on the heath ? The 
wind of Cromla is on my eyes 9 and I dis- 
tinguish not my friend. 

<4 Fingal , replied the youth , it is the fon of 
Semcr. <?iopmy and foils &cWo\\\L* hand 
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is on his {Word. Hail to (he Ton of battle , 
breaker of the shields i 

Hail to thee \ replied CuchuHin , hail to 
ill the Cons of Morven. Delightful is thy 
prefence , O Fingal. It is like the fun or* 
Cromla *, when the hunter mourns his abfence 
for a feafon , and fees him between thfe 
clouds. Thy fons are like ftars that attend 
thy courfe, and give light in the night. It is 
not thus thou haft feen me, O Fingal , re-r 
turning from the wars of the defart ; when 
the kings of the world ( i ) had fled, and 
joy returned to the hill of hinds. 

Many are thy words , Cuchulfm , (ail 
Connan (2) or fmall renown. Thy words 
are many , fon of Semo , but where are 
thy deeds in arms ? Why did we come over 
the ocean to aid thy feeble Fword? Thou 
flyeft to thy cave of for row, and Connan. 
fights thy battles. Refign to me theft arm* 
of light 5 yield them > thou fon of Erirw 



(1) This it die only paflage rn the poem , wherein 
the wars of Fingal againft the Romans are alluded 
to. — The Roman emperor is diftinguished' in 
old compositions by the title of king of the wortil. 

(%) Connan was of the family of Morny. lie if 
mentioned in feveral other poems , and always ap- 
pears with the fame chara&er. The poet paffed hitn 
over in filence till now , and his behaviour heredt^ 
ferves no better* ufage. ^ 
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No hero , replied the chief, ever fought 
the arms of Cuchullin > and had a thoufand 
heroes fought them , it were in vain , thou 
gloomy youth. I fled not to jhe cave of fbrrov, 
as long as Erin's warriors lived. 

Youth of the feeble arm , (aid Fingal , 
Connan, fay no more. Cuchullin is renowned 
in battle , and terrible over the defart. Often 
have I heard thy fame, thou ftormy chief 
of Innisfail. Spread now thy white (ails for 
the rfle of mift , and fee Bragela leaning on 
her rock. Her tender eye is in tears, and 
the winds lift her long hair from her heav- 
ing bread. She liftens to the winds of night, 
to hear the voice of thy rowers (i ) ; to hear 
the fbng of the fea , and the found of thy 
dHhnt harp. 

And long shall she IHten in vain $ Cuchul- 
lin shall never return. How can I behold 
Bragela to raife rhe flgh of her bread t Fingal , 
I was always victorious in the battles of other 
ipears. 

And hereafter thou shalt be victorious , 
faid Fingal king of shells. The fame of Cu* 
chullin shall grow like the branchy tree of 
Cromla. Many battles awah thee , O chief, 

(*) The pra&ice of fingtng , when they row , is 
anivcrfal among the inhabitants of the north - weft 
coaft of Scotland and the iflei. It deceives time , and 
fnfpuits the rowers » 
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and many shall be the wounds of thy hand. 
Bring hither, Ofcar , the deer, and prepare 
the feaft of shells ; that our fouls may rejoice 
after danger , and our friends delight in our 
prefence. 

We fat , we feafted , and we fung. The foul 
of Cuchullin rofe. The ftrength othis arm re- 
turned ; and gladnef* brightened on his face. 
Ullin gave the fong , and Carril railed the 
voice* I, often , joined the bards > and fung 
of battles of the fpear. — Battles I where I 
often fought j but now I fight no more* 
The fame of my former ac*tions is ceafed ; 
and I fit forlorn at the tombs of my friends. 

Thus they pafled the night in the fong} 
and brought back the morning with joy. 
Fingal arofe on the heath, and shook his 
glittering (pear in his hand. — He moved firft 
toward the plains of Lena , and" we followed 
like a ridge of fire. Spread the fail ,faid the 
king of Morven , and catch the winds that 
pour from Lena. — We rofe on the wave 
with fongs, and rushed , with Joy , through* 
the foam of the ocean ( i )«. 

(i) It is allowed by the beft critics that an epic poem? 
ought to end happily. This rule , in its moft material 
circumftances , is obfcrVed by the three moft dc- 
fervedly celebrated poets, Homer, Virgil, and Milton ' r 
yet , I know not how it happens , the conclufionsoiT 
•heir poems throw a melancholy damp on the mind. 
Onekaves/bis rcadei at* funeral \ aaoth« ax.^^- 
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timely death of a hero ; and the third in dbc foii- 
tary fecqesi of an unpeopled woikt 

HoMEXt 

Such honours Ilion to her hero paid , 

And peaceful flept the mighty Redox's shad*. 

?OPt. 
• —~-Tttrum afytrfi fitk peSUre condit 
Fervid us. <Afl illi Jbfouniur frigoi* mimkr* , 
fftaque cum gemitufitgit indtgnat&fib umbras. 

Vircil. 

He rai^'d his arm aWt, i and > at the word. » 

peep in his bofom drove the shipiog fword. 

The (creaming blood dutain'd his arms around 4 

And the. difdainful foul came noshing thro* the 

wound* 

D^ydem. 

They , hand in hand , with wattd'riag fteps , and 
flow > 

Through $dea took thrir fijluary way. 

MjLTOlf. 
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FlNGAL. MelILCOMA, T ^^ 

HlDAltAW. DeRSAGRBH*> J ° f Morni < 



COMALA* 



Bards* 



Dersagrena. 

1 HE chace is over. — No noife on Ardverry 
but the torrent's roar ! — Daughter of Morniy 

(i) This poem is valuable en account of the light 
It throws on the antiquity of Oflian's compofirions* 
The Caracul mentioned here is the fame with Cara- 
calla, the fon of Sevetus , who in the year ui com- 
manded an expedition again ft: the Caledonians. — — 
The variety of the meafure shews that the poem wat 
*ri$inally fee to mafic x and perhaps £r.cfeiuc4 !»• 
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come from Crona's banks* Lay down tne 

low, and take the harp. Let the night come 

on with longs, and our joy be great on 

Ardvcn. 

Melilcoma(i). 

And night comes on t thou blue-eyed maid, 
gray night grows dim along the plain. 1 
law a deer at Crona's ftream ; a molly bank 
he leemed through the gloom , but toon he 
bounded away* A meteor playod round his 



fore the chiefs upon folemn occafions.— Tradition 
has handed down the ftory more complete, than it if 
in the poem. — Comala , the daughter of Sarno 
King of Iniftore or Orkney iflands , fell. in lore with 
Tingal the Ton of Comhal at a fcaft , to which her 
father had invited him , [ Fingal , B. III. ] upon his 
return from Lochlin , after the death of -Agandecca. 
Her patiion was Co violent , that she followed him , 
difguifed like a youth , who wanted to be employed 
in his wars. SJie was foon difcovered by Hidallan 
the fon of Lamor , one of f ingal's heroes , whofe 
love she had flighted fome time before. Her ro- 
mantic paffion and beauty recommended her fo much 
to rhe king , that he had refolved to make her 
his wife j when news was brought him of Caracul's 
» expedition. He marched to flop the progrefs of the 
tfnemy , and Comala attended him.— He left heron 
a hill, within fight of Caracul's army , wher* hehim- 
felf went to batrle , having previously protnffed , 
if he furvtved , ro return that night. The fequel 
of the flory may be gathered from the poem itfei& 

YO Mcfllcoma , /b^Mlttig eyt% 



A DRAMATIC POEM. i 5 f 

branchy horns ; and the awful faces ( i ) of 
other times looked from the clouds of 
Crona. 

Dersagreha (z). 

Thefe are the fiens of FingaTs death. — 
The kineof shields is fallen ! — and Caracul 
prevails. Jlife , Comak ( j), from thy rocks ; 
daughter of Sarno , rife in tears. The youth 
of thy love is low ,,and his ghoftis already or* 
our hills. 

Mb ii icom a* 

There Comafe fits forlorn. Two gray 
dogs near shake tick rough ears , and catch 
the flyiag , breeze* Hex red cheek cefts on 
Eer arm , and the mousuaia-wiftd is in her 
hair. She turns her blue-rolling eyes cowards, 
the fields of his promife. — Where art thou , 
O Fingal, for the night is gathering around ? 

(i ) Apparent <&r* fades , inimlcaque Troja 
Nomina magna, Dttim, Vifc«. 

dreadful founds I hear , 

A nd the dice forms of hoftilc. gods appear. 

Drymh. 

(i) Derfagrena , *Ae brigh*nefs of a fu* -beam* - 

(3) Comala , thc-maid of the plcafant brow* 
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COMALA. 

O Carun ( i ) of the (breams ! why do 1 
behold thy waters rolling in bioocf? Has the 
noife of the battle been heard on thy banks ; 
and' fleeps the king of Morven ? — Rife r 
moon , thou daughter of the sky! look from 
between thy clouds , that I may behold the 1 
light of his freel, on the field of his pro- 
mife* — Or rathe* let the meteor , that lights 
our departed fathers through the nighr, 
come , with its red light Y to shew me the 
way to my fallen hero. Who will defend me 
from forrow ? Who from the love of HidaHan? 
Long shall Comak look,before she can behold 
Fingal in the midft of his hoft , bright as 
the beam of the morning in the cloud o£ 
an early shower*- 

(i) Carun or Caramon , a winding river.—— Thi* 
river retains dill the name of Carron , and falls into- 
the Forth , fomc miles to the North of Falkidu , 

■ ■ Cenxefque alias cum pelleret armis* 
Sedibus » aut vittas vilem Jcrraret in ufum 
Serritii , hie contenta fuos defender e fines 
Roma feeurigeris yratendh matrda S cods r 
Bkfpe progrcJJ'us pofita , Caronis ad undam 
Zctfgunui slujoniifignatdivortia regnu 
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HlDAUAN (i). 

Roll, thou raift of gloomy Crona, roll 
cm the path of the hunter. Hide his ifteps, 
from mine eyes , and let me remember my 
friend no more. The bands of battle are 
fcattered , and no crowding fteps are round 
the noife of his (reel. O Carun > roll thy 
ftreams of blood , for the chief of the people 
felL 

C O M A L A. 

Who fell on Carun's grafly banks , fori 
of the cloudy night ? Was he white as ths 
fnow of Ardven , blooming as the bow of 
the shower ? Was his hair like the mift of 
the hill, foft and curling in the day of the 
fun > Was he like the thunder of heaven in 
battle 5 fleet as the roe of the defart* 



M 
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O that I might behold his love r fair- 
leaning from her rock I Her ted eye dim 



(i) HidalUn was fern by Fingal , to give notice to 
Comala of his return. He to- revenge himfelf on her, 
for flighting his love fome time before , told her » 
that the king was killed in battle. He even pre* 
tended that he carried his bodjrfrom the field , ro be 
buried in her pretence j and this circuntftance makes 
it probably that the poem was ptcfcu&idrf <M* 
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in tears, and her blushing cheek half hid 
in her locks! Blow, thou gentle breeze, 
and lift the heavy locks orthe maid, that 
I may behold her white arm , and the lovely 
chect of her forrow ! 

C O M A t A. 

And is the fon of Comhal fallen , chief 
of the mournful tale ? The thunder rolls 
on the hill! — The lightning flies on wings 
of fire ! But they frighten not Comala; for 
her Fingal fell. Say, chief of the mournful 
tale, fell the breaker of shields? 

HlDALLAN. 

The nations are fcattered on their hills; 
lor they shall hear the voice of the chief 
bo more* * 

C O M A L A. 

Confufion purfue thee over thy plains; 
and defrru&ion overtake thee, thou king of 
the world. Few be thy fteps, to thy grave} 
and let one virgin mourn thee. Let her be 
like Comala, tearful in the days of her youtk 
— Why haft thou told me , Hidallan , tb 
my hero fell? I might have hoped a Iitt 
while his return , 'and have thought I 
him on the diftant rock. A tree might hs 
deceived me with Us a^eatwee \ and 
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wind of the hill been the found of his horn 
in mine, ear* O that I were on the banks 
of Carun ! that my tears might be warm 00 
Bis cheek i 

HlD ALLAN. 

He lies not on the banks of Carun : on Ard» 
yen heroes raife his tomb. Look on] them , O 
moon , from thy clouds I Be thy beam bright 
on his breait , that Comala may behold him 
if* the light of his armour. 

Comala. 

Stop , ye fons of the grave, till I behold 
my love. He left me at the diace , alone. I 
knew not that he went to war. He faid ho 
would return with the night ; and the king 
of Morven is returned* Why didft thou nor 
tell mc that he would fall , O trembling 
fon of the rock (1)! Thou Haft feen him in 
the blood of his youth, but thou didft not 
tell Comala. 

MSLILCOVA. 

What found is that on Ardven ? Who is 

(1) By the fon of the rock she means a druid. It 
it. probable that fome of the order of the druids re- 
mained «$ lace -as the beginning of the reign of Fin- 
gal •, and chat Comala had confulted one df them % < 
concerning the event of the viax 'wvOa Cawe&* 
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ftreamy Carun ; that my white-handed maid 
may rejoice , while I behold the feaft of 
my love. 
^ •- . Bards. 

Roll, ftrearayCarun , roll in joy, thefbns 
of battle fled. The fteed is not feen on our 
fields; and the vines (i) of their pride fpread 
hi other lands. The fun will now rife in 
peace , and the shadows defcend in /oy. The 
voice of the chace will be heard ; and the 
shields hang in the hall. Out delight will 
be in the war of the ocean , and our hands 
be red in the blood of Lochlin. Roll, ftreamy 
Carun > roll in joy , the fons of battle fled. 

Melilcoma, 

Defcend, ye light mills, from high $ v6 
moon-beams , lift her (btd. — Pale lies tn« 
maid at the rock! Comala is no more! 

Fingal. 

Is the daughter of Sarno dead, die white-? 
bofomed maid of my love ? ' Meet me , 
Comala, on my heaths, when I fit alone 
at the ftreams of my hills. 

Hidalian. 

Ceafed the voice of the huntrefs of Galmal ! 

<* J Perhaps tVtc ^otx. aiYuta* to tat 'tooo.* «*$&« 
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Why did I trouble the foul of the maid i 
When shall I fee thee, with joy, in the chace 
of the dark-bcevrn hinds ? * 

Fin gal. 

Youth of the gloomy brow! no more shalt 
thou feaft in my halls. Thou shalt not purfue 
my chace , and my foes shall not fall by thy 
fword ( 1). — Lead me to the place of her reft 
that I may behold her beauty. — Pale she lie* at 
therock , and the cold winds lift her hajr. Her 
bow-ftring founds in the blaft, and her arrow 
was broken in her fall. Raife the praife of 
the daughter of Sarno , and give hef name to 
the wind of the hills. 

Bards. 

See ! meteors roll around the maid ; and 
moon-beams lift her foul ! Around her , from 
their clouds, bend the awful faces of hec 
fathers ; Sarno ( 1 ) of the gloomy brow, 
and the red-rolling eyes of Fidallan. When 
shall thy white hand arifc, and thy voice be 



( 1 ) The fequel of the ftory of Hidallan is in- 
troduced , as an epifode , in the poem which im- 
mediately follows in this collection. 

(1) Sarno the father of Comala died foon after 

the flight of his daughter. HdaAta&w&tat. S«& 

king that reigned in Iniftore. 
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heard on our rocks? The maids 
thee on the heath , but they wil 
ihee. Thou shalt come, at times, 
dreams , and fettle peace in their 
voice shall remain in their ears 
they shall think with joy on the 
their reft. Meteors roll around I 
and moon-beams lift her foul. 

(i) The angel ended , and in Adam': 
So charming left his voice , chat he a 
Thought him (till fpcaking,ftill flood 




THE 

WAR of CAROs 
A P O £ M . 



Vet. I. 









I 






THE 

WAR of CAROS(i): 
A P O E M. 

JD RI N G , daughter of Tofcar , bring the 
harp > the light of the (bng rifes'in OffiahV 
foul. It is like the field , when darknefs co- J 
vers the hills around , and the shadow grows 
(lowly on the plain of the fun. 

I behold my Ton , O Malvina , near the' 
mofly rock of Crona (i); but it is the mifl(j) 

(x) Caros is probably the noted ufurper Carau- 
fius , by birth a Menapian , who aUiiraed the 
purple in the year 184 j and , feizing on Britain I 
defeated the emperor Maxinaian Herculius -in feVe- 
ral naval engagements , which gives propriety to 
his being called in this poem the king of ships. ■ 
He repaired Agricola's wall , in order to ohftrfeft 
xh: in cur (ions of the Caledonians 5 and when be 
was employed in that work , it appears he was atr. 
tacked by a party under the command of Ofcar the. 
fon of Oflian. This battle is the foundation of the 
prefent poem , which is a44treiTed ta .tyalvina , the. 
daughter of Tofcar* 

(a) Crona is the name of a fmatl ftfeain , which 
runs into the Carton. On its banks is the fcenc 
of the preceding dramatic poem. 

(3) Who is this that Cometh out of the wilder- 
fiefs like pillars of fmoker Solomon's Song. 
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of the defarc tinged with the beam of the 
weft. Lovely js the raift that aflumes the form 
of Qfcar 1 tarn from it , ye winds , when 
ye roar on the fide of Ardven. 

Who comes towards my fon,with the mur- 
mur of a long ? His (raff is in his hand , his 
gray hair loofe on the wind. Surly joy. 
lightens his face ; and he often looks back to 
Caros. It is Ryno (i) of the fong,he that went 
to view the foe? 

' What does Caros king of ships , laid the 
fon of the now mournful Offian ? (preads he 
tfce wings {%) of his pride , bard of the times 
/of old? 

He {preach them , Ofcar, replied the bard, 
but it is behind his gathered heap (3). He 
looks over his (tones with fear , and be- 
holds thee terrible, as theghoft of night that 
foils the wave to his ships. 

Go, thou firft of my bards , fays Ofcar, 
and take the (pear ofFingal. Fix aflame on 
its point,and shake it to the winds of heaven. 
Bid him , in fongs , to advance , and leave 
the rolling of his wave. Tell to Caros that 

(1) Ryno is often mentioned in the ancient poe- 
try. He Teems to, have been a bard .of the 

fittk rank , in the days ofFingal, 

(1) The Roman eagle. 

/j) Agrfcola's wall , which Caraufius repaired* 
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I long for battle ; and that my bow is weary 
of the chace of Con a. Tell bim the mighty 
are not here ^ and chat my arm is young. 

He went witb the found of his fong*Ofcar 
reared his voke on high. It reached his he- 
roes on Ardvcn , like the noife of a cave (1) 5 
when the iea of Togorma rolls before it j and. 
its trees meet the roaring winds. — They ga- 
ther round my fon,like the dreams of the hilt; 
when* after rainjthey roll in the pride of their 
courfe. 

Rynocame to the mighty Car6s,and ftruck 
his flaming fpear. Gome to the battle of Ofcar), 
O thou that fittcft on the rolling of water*. 
Fingal is diftant far ; he hears the fongs of 
his bards in Morven ; and the wind of his 
hall is in his hair. His terrible (pear is at hrs 
fide ; and his shield that is like that darkened 
moon. Come to the battle of Ofcar j the hero 
is alone* ! 

He came not over the ftrearny Cartm 1 (i) \ 
the bard returned with hisfong. Gray n^ghc 
grows dim on Crona. The feaft of shells is 
fpread. A hundred oaks burn to the wind^ 
and faint light gleams over the heath." The 
ghofts of Ardven pafs through the beam , 

( 1 ) ■ A* when the hollow rocks retain * ■ 

The found of bluftering winds.- 1 — - Miltoh. 
(1) The river Carron. 
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and shew their dim and diftant forms. Coma- 
Ja (i) is half- unfeen on her meteor; and Hi- 
dallan is full c a and dim , like the darkened 
moon behind the mift of night. 

Why art thou fed ? fatid Ryno j for he alone 
beheld the chief. Why art thou fad , Hidal- 
Jan,haft chou not received thy fame ? The 
ibngs of Oflian have been heard , and thy 

fhoft has brightened in the wind , when thou 
idft bend from thy cloud , to hear the fong 
of Morvcn s bard. 

And do thine eyes behold the hero , faid 
Ofcar 5 like the dim meteor of night ? Say , 
Ryno, fay, how fell the chief that was fo 
renowned in the days of our fathers? — His 
name remains on the rocks of Cona ; and I 
have often feen the ftreams of his hills. 

Fingal , replied the bard , had driven Hi- 
dallan from his wars. The king's foul was 
fad for Comala , and his eyes could not be- 
hold Hidallan. 

Lonely , fad , along the heath , he (lowly 
moved with fllent fteps. His arms hang difor- 
dered on his fide. His hair flies loofe from his 

< <i) This is the fcene of Comala's death , which 
is the fubjelt of the dramatic poem. The poet men- 
tions her in this place , in otder to introduce the 
fequel of Hidallan's ftory , who , on account of 
heir death , had been expelled from the wais of 
JFingal, 
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helmet. The tear is in Us down-caft eyes - f 
and the figh haj&filent in his breaft. 

Three days he ftrayed unfeen , alone , fee- 
fore he came to Lamor's halls : the moffy 
halls of his fathers, at the ftreamof Balva (i)» 
—There Lamor {at alone beneath a tree ; for 
he had fent his people with Hidallan to war. 
.The ftream ran at his feet, and his gray heajl 
retted on his ftafT. Sightlefs are his aged eyes* 
He hums the fong of other times. — The noife 
of Hidallan's feet came to hk ear > he knev 
the tread of his fort. 

Is the fon of Lamor returned ; or is it the 
found of his ghoft ? Haft thou fallen on th£ 
banks of Carun , fon of the aged Lamor I 
Or , If I hear the found of Hidallan's feet , 
where are the mighty in war ? where arc 
xny people , Hidallan , that were wont to 
return with their echoing shields ? — Have 
they fallen on the banks of Carun ? 

No : replied the fighing youth , the people 
of Lamor live. They are renowned in battle, 
my father ; but Hidallan is renowned no 
more. 1 muft fit alone on the banks of Balva, 
when the roar of the battle grows. 

(t)This is perhaps that fniall ftream , {UIJ re- 
taining the name of Balva , which runs through 
the romantic valley of Glentivar in Stirlingshire^ 
Balva fignifies a fi lent ftrcam ,• and Glentivar , th$- 
Jt^uefiered vale, - ■ ■ -J 

Q IT 
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But thy fathers never fat alone , replied 
the riling pride of Lamor *, they never (at 
alone on the banks of Balva , when the roar 
of battle rofc. — Doft thou not behold that 
tomb ? Mine eyes' difcern it not. There reft* 
'the noble Garmallon who never fled from 
war.— Come , thou renowned in battle, he 
fays, come to thy father's tomb. — How am I 
"renowned , Garmallon, for my fon has fled 
from war? 

King of the ftrqamy Balva ! faid Hidallan 
with a figh , why doft thou torment my fouU 
Lamor ,1 never feared. — Fingal was fad for 
Comala , and denied his wars to Hidallan. 
Go to the gray ftreams of thy land, he faid , 
and moulder like a leaflefs oak , which the 
winds have bent over Balva, never more to 
grow. 

And mud I hear , Lamor replied , the lone- 
ly tread of Hidallan s feet ? When thou- 
fands are renowned in battle , shall he bend 
over my gray ftreams ? Spirit of the noble 
Garmallon ! carry Lamor to his place ; his 
eyes are dark ; his foul is fad : and his fon 
• las loft his fame. . - 

Where , faid the youth , shall I fearch for 
fame , to gladden the foul of Lamor ? From 
whence shall I return with renown , that the 
found of my arms may be pleafant in his 
car?— If I go to the chace qf hinds , my 
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name will not be heard. — Lamor will not 
feel my dogs, with his hands , glad, at my: 
arrival from the hill. He will not enquire 
of his mountains ,or of the dark-brown deer, 
of his defarts. 

I mud fall , faid Lamor , like a leaflets 
oak : it grew on a rock ,but the winds have 
overturned it. — My ghoft will be feen on 
my hills , mournful for my young Hidallan; 
Will not ye, ye mifh,as ye rife, hide him from 
my fight? — My fon!— go to Lamor's hall : 
there the arms of our fathers hang. — Bring' 
the (word of Garmallon 5 he took it from a 
foe. 

He went, and brought the (word with all 
its ftudded thongs. — He gave it to his far 
ther. The gray-haired hero felt the point 
with his hand. — 

My (on ! — <- lead me to Garmallon's tomb : 
it riles befidc that ruffling tree. The long- 
grafs is withered - y I heard the breeze whitt- 
ling there. — A little fountain murmurs near , 
and fends its water to Balva. There ♦ let me 
reft ; it is noon : and the fun is on our fields* 

He led him to (garmallon's tomb. Lamor 
pierced the fide of his fon.— They fleep toge- 
ther ; and their ancient halls moulder on BaU 
va's banks, — Ghofts are feeh there at noon t 

Gv 
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the valley is fileht , and the people shua the 
place of Lamor* • 

Mournful is thy talc, faid Ofcar, fon of 
the times of old 1 — My foul fighs for Hidal- 
lan , he fell in the days of his youth. He 
dies on the Waft of the<lefart,- and his wan- 
dering is in a foreign land. — 

Sons of the echoing Morven ! draw near 
to the foes of Fingal. Send the night away 
in fongs j,and watch the ftrcngth of Caros. 
Ofcar goes to the people ok other times; 
to the shades of fileac Ardren,; where his 
fathers fit dim in their clouds , and behold 
the future war. — And art thou there, Hi- 
dallan 3 likea half-extinguished meteor? Come 
to my fight, in thy fWrow, chief of the 
roaring fiarra! 

The heroes move with their fongsv — 
Ofcar Slowly afcends the hill, — The meteors 
of night are fetting ott the heath before him. 
A diftarit torrent faintly roars. — ^Unfrequent 
blafts rush through aged oaks'. The half- 
enlightened moon (inks dim and red behind' 
her hill.— Feeble voiced are heard on the* 
heath. — Qfca* drew his fword. 

Come , faid the hero*, O' ye ghofts of my 
fathers! ys that fought againft the kings of 
die world V — Tell me the deeds of future 
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limes, and your difcour(e in your caves; 
when you talk together, and behold yottfc 
fbns in the fields of the valiant. : 

Trenmox came, from his hill, at the 
voice of his mighty fon. — A cloud, like 
the fteed of, the ftranger , fupported his airy 
limbs. Mis robe is of the' mift of Lano , 
that brings death to the people. His fword 
is a r^eteor half- extinguished. His face 1 is 
without foTtn, and dark. He fighed thrice! 
over the, hero : and thrive the- wmds bf the. 
night roaied Jaround. Many were his words 
to Ofcar : bfcf they ^only came by halves - : i& 
our ears : they were dark as the tales- of 
other times , before the light of the fong 
arofe. He flbwly vanished , like a inift that 
melts on the funny hill. 

It was then , O daughter of Tofcar , my 
fon begun t fir ft to be fad. He forefaw the 
fall of his race/; and t at times , he was- 
thoughtful and dark ; like the fun ( i ) when 
he carries a cloud on his face; hut he looks 
afterwards oh the hills of Cona. 

. Ofcar- paflTed the night among his fathers $. 
£yay morning met ,bii>i on the banks of 
'"arunr .■'■;•_ . ". ..:', . / . .. * ;- 

fiy~-*rt4putpbfcuNt ttiudmftrrq&ihtnxir. 

Gfj, 
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A green valfc furrounded a tomb which 
arofe in the times of old. Little hills lift 
their head at a diftancej and ftretch their 
old trees to the wind. The warriors of 
Garos fet there , for they had paffed the 
flream by night. They appeared , like the 
trunks of aged praes, to the pale light of 
the morning. 

Ofcar flood at the tomb, and raited thrice 
his terrible voice. The rocking hills echoed 
around : the darting roes bounded away ; and 
the trembling ghofte of the dead fled, shriek- 
ing on their clouds. So terrible was the 
voice of my fon, when he called his friends. 

A thousand (pears rofe around ; the people 
of Caros rofe. — Why , daughter of Tofcar r 
why that tear? My fon, though alone,, is 
brave. Ofcar is like a beam of the sky ; 
he turns around , and the people fall. His 
hand is like the arm oif a ghofl, when he 
frretchesit from a cloud: the reft of bis thin 
form is unfeen : but the people die in the 
Tale. 

My fon beheld the approach of the foe ; 
and he flood in the filent darknefs of his 
ilrength. — - Am 1 alone, faid Ofcar, in the 
midfl of a thoufand foes? — Many a (pear is 
there! — many a darkly-rolling eye! — Shall 
I fly to Ardven?— But did my fathers ever 
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HyJ-r-The mark of their arm is in a thou- 
fand battles.— '-Ofcar too will be renowned. x 
—Come , ye dim ghofts of my fathers j and * 
behold my deeds in war l-^-I may fall; but 
I will be renowned like the race of the 
echoing Morven ( 1 ). 

He flood dilated in his place , like a flood 
fwelling in a narrow vale. The battle came, 
but they fell : bloody was the fword of, 
Ofcar. — The noife reached his people ac 
Crona; they came like a hundred ftreams. 
The warriors ofCarosfled^and Ofcar remain- 
ed like a rock left by the ebbing fea. 

(. i ) This patfage is v«ry like the foliloquy of 
Ulyfles upon a fimilar occasion. 

. n w fto» tytb , nl irtiQu J tAiyet ph xfxh 3 atfxc fiGupou > 
UknQuv tctpCilffett* to J* /f^scv Guxtfctkoa 
; M«Vo{*&c, Hom. Il/n. 

"SPTut farther fubterfuge , what hopes remain ? 
"What shame , inglorious if I quit the plain ? 
. ^yhac danger , (ingly if I (land the ground , 
My friends all fcatter'd , all the foes around > 
Yet wherefore doubtful » lee this truth fuffice j 
The brave meets danger > and the coward flies ; - 
To die or conquer proves a hero's heart , 
4sd knowing this , X know a foldier's parr. 
••■■•-' f%v&, 
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Now dark and deep, with all his deeds , 
Caros rolled bis might along: the little dreams 
are loft in his courfc $ and the earth is rock- * 

iog round. — Battle fpreads from wing to l 

wing t ten tkou&nd (words gleam at once in 
the sky. — But why should Oflian fing of 
battles ? — For never more shall my fteel shine 
m war. I remember the days of my youth with 
forrow ; when I feel the weaknefs of my 
arm. Happy are they who fell in their youth ,. 
in the midft of their renown! — They have not 
beheld the tombs of their friends $ or failed 
to bend the bow of their (trength; — Happy 
art thou , O Ofear, in the midft of thy rushing 
blaft. Thou often goeft to the fields of thy 
fame , where Caros fled from thy lifted fwerdv 

Darknefs comes on my foul , O fair daugh- 
ter of Toicar 5 1 behold not the for n> of my 
fon at Carun ; nor the figure of Ofcar on 
Crona. The ru filing winds have carried him 
far away ; and the heart of his father is fad«. 

But lead me , OMalvinar, to the found of 
my woods , and the roar of my mountain* 
dreams. Let the chace be heard on Cona; 
that I may think on the days of other years.r- 
And bring me the harp, O maid, that I may 
touch it, when die light of my foul shall arife. 
— Be thou near ,xo learn the fongj and future 
times shall hear of Oflian*. 
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The fonsofche feeble hereafter will lift the 
voice on Cona; and, looking up to the rocks, 
fay, «Here Otlian dwelt. » They shall admire 
the chiefs of old , and the race that are no more : 
while we ride on our clouds, Maivina, on the 
wings of the roaring winds. Our voices shall 
be heard, at times, in the defart; and we shall 
fing on the winds of the rock. 
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WARoflNIS-THONA*; 
A P O E M. 

\J UR youth is like the dream of the hunter 
on the hill of heath. He fleeps in the mild 
beams of the fun y but be awakes amidft a 
ftorm : the red lightning flies around; and 
the trees shake their heads to the wind. He 
looks back with joy on the day of the fun , 
and the pleafant dreams of his reft ! 

When shall OiEan's youth return , or his 
ear delight in the found of arms ? When 
shall I , like Ofcar , travel ( i ) in the light 
of my fteel? — Come, with your ftreams* 

(i) Ints-thona t u $. th* ifltnd of waves , was a 
country of Scandinavia Oib)e& to its own king , 
but depending upon the kingdom of Lochlin.— 
This poem is an epifod introduced in a great work 
compofed by Oman , in which the anions of his* 
friends , and his beloved fon Ofcar , were inter- 
woven. The work icfclf is loft » but fbme epi- 

fodes , and the ftory of the poem , are handed down- 
by tradition. There are fome now living » who ,. 
in their youth , have heard the whole repeated. 

(2.) Travelling in the greatnefs of hit ftrength. 
Isajah f Uiii. r* 
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ye hills of Cona, and liften to the voice of 
Oflian! The fong rifes, like the fun, in 
xny foul; and ray heart feels the joys of 
othet tinier 

I behold my towers , O Selma ! and the 
oaks of thy sha4ed wall :— thy ftreams found 
in my car j thy heroes gather round. Fingal 
fits in the midft ; and leans on the shield of 
Trenmor : — his fpear (lands againft the wall; 
he liilens to the fbng of his bards. — The 
deeds of his arm are heard 5 and the a&frms 
of the king in his youth. 

Ofcar had returned from the chace , aad 
ieard the hero's praife.-— He took the shiel4 
of Branno ( 2) from the wail ; his eyes were 
filled with tears. Red was the cheek of youth. 
His voice was trembling, low. My fpear 
shook its bright head in his hand : he fpdke 
to Morven's king* 

Fingal ! thou king of heroes ! Oflian , next 
to him in warl ye have fought the battle if 
your youth; your names are renowned B 
long. — Ofcar is like the mift of Cona ^ 

i 

(x) This is Branno , the father of Evirallif 
and grandfather to Ofcar. He was of Irish eztf 
tion , and lord of the country round the laki 
Xego.— -His great anions are handed down 
Tradition , and his hofpitality hay paffcd inr 
proverb, 
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appear and vanish. — The bard will not know 
my name. — The hunter will not fearch in 
the heath for my tomb. Let me fight, O 
heroes, in the battles of Inis-thona. Diftant 
is the land of my war ! — ye shall not hear 
of Ofcar's fall — Some bard may find me 
there,, and give my name to the fong. - The 
daughter of the itranger shall fee my tomb , 
and weep over the youth that came from 
afar. The bard shall fay , at the feaft, hear^ 
the fong of Ofcar from the diftant land. 

Ofcar, replied the king of Morven, thou 
shak fight , Ion of my fame ! — Prepare my 
dark -bofomed ship to carry my "hero to Inis- 
thona. Son of my fon, regard our fame; — for 
thou art of the race of renown. Let not the 
chikten of Grangers fay , feeble are thefons 
of Morven! — Be chou, in battle, like the 
roaring ftorm : mild as the evening Cm , in 
peace. — TeH, Ofcar, to Inis-thona's king, 
that Fingal remembers his youth; when we 
{trove in the combat together , in the days of 
Agandecca. 

They lifted up the (bunding fail $ the 
wind whittled through the thongs ( 1 ) of their 
mafts. Waves lashed the oozy rocks : the 



' (1) Leather thongs were ufed in O/fian's time , 
iaftead of ropes. 



i*6 The WAR of INIS-THONA: 
ftrength of ocean roared. — My fon beheld, 
from the wave, the land ot groves. He rushed J 
into the echoing bay of Runa ; and fenc his 
(word to Annir king of fpears. ] 

The gray-haired hero rofe, when he for 
the fword of Fingal. His eyes were foil of 
tears , and he remembered the battles of 
their youth. Twice they lifted the (pear before 
the lovely Agandecca t heroes flood fax dif- 
tant , as if two ghofts contended* J 

But now , begun the king , I am old ; the 
fword lies ufelefs in my hall* Thou who art 1 
of Morven's race ! Annir has been in the 
ftrife of (pears ; but he is pale , and withered » 
now , like the oak of Lano. 1 have no fon 
to meet thee with joy, or to carry thee to 
the halls of his fathers. Argon is pale in the 
tomb, and Ruro is no more. — My daughter 
is in the hall of Grangers , and longs to behold 
my tomb. — Her fpoufe shakes ten thoufand • 
fpears ; and comes (i) like a cloud of death 



(j) Cormalo had refblved on a war againft his 
father-in-law, Annir, king of Inis-rhona , in order 
to deprive him of his kingdom. The injuftice of 
hit defigns was fo much refenced by Fingal , that 
he fenc his grandfon , Ofcar , to the aflStance of 
Annir. Both armies came foon to a battle , in which 
the conduct and valour of Ofcar obtained a com- 
plete victory. An end was put to the war by the 
death of Cormalo , who fell in * (ingle combat , 
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from Lano — Come thou, to share the feaft 
4of Annir, fon of echoing Morven. 

Three days they feafted together ; on the 
fourth , Annir heard the name of Ofcar (i). 
— They rejoiced in the shell (i) j and pur- 
sued the boars of Runa. 

Betide the fount of molly (tones , the wea- 
ry heroes reft. The tear fteals in fecret from 
Annir : and he broke the rifing figh. — Here 
darkly reft, the hero faid , the children of 
my youth. — This ftone is the tomb of Ruro : 
that tree founds over the grave of Argon. 
Do ye hear my voice, O my fons, within 
your narrow houfe ? Or do ye (peak in 

by Ofcar's liand.— This is the (lory delivered 
down by tradition > though the poet , to raife the 
chara&er of his fon , makes Ofcar himfelf propofe 
the expedition. 

(i) It was thought * in thofe days of heroifm , 
an infringement upon the laws of hofpitality , to 
ask the name of a (hanger , before he had feaft- 
ed three days in the great hall of the family. He 
that asks the name of the ftranger , is , to this day , 
an opprobrious term applied , in the north , to the 
inhofpitable. 

(i) To rejoice in the shell is a phrafe forfeaft- 
ing fumptuoufly , and drinking freely. I have ob- 
ferved in a preceding note , that the ancient Scott 
drunk in shells. 
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thefe ruftling leaves , vhen the winds of the 
defart rife? 

King of Inis-thona , (aid Ofcar , how fell 
the children of youth ? The wild boar often 
rushes over their tombs , but he does not 
difturb the. hunters. They purfue deer (i) 

(3) The notion of Oflun concerning the ftate of 
the dcoeafed , was the fame with that of the an- 
cient Greeks and Romans. They imagined that the 
fouls purfued , in their feparate ftate , the employ- 
ments and pieafu res of their former life. 

Arma precul , currufqut virdm rfuratur inane*. 
Scant terra defix* haft* » pajfimquc foluti 
Per eampum pafcuntur equi : quae gratia currum 
Armorwmque fit it vivis , quit cur a nitentes 
Pafcere equos t tadem fequ'uur t el lure rcpoftos. 

VlRC. 

The chief beheld their charrioti from afar ; 
Their shining arms and courfcrs rrain'd to war: 
Their lances fix'd in earth } their deeds around , 
Free from the harnefs , graze the flow'ry ground. 
The love of horfes which they had , alive , 
And care of char riots , after death furvive. 

Drydek. 

To? JtfJUT UfftVQUffO. jglMV R'p&KhMW , 

* " Q f , tpiUVH ?t/JtT* ffOIJtO»C 
Tujuiov TO^OV f^fl»T , KCLl f <r/ nuffon otgvr , 
Aitw trttTfl&ivw , &iu fc&hhni iwx«V , &c, 

formed 
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Formed of clouds , and bend their aity bow. 
They ftill love the fport of their yautn $ and 
mount the wind wish joy* 

Cormalo , replied the king , is chief of ten 
thoufend fpears;he dwells at the dark-toiling 
waters of Lano (1) which (end forth the cloud 
of death. He came to Runas echoing halls,an4 
fought the honour of the (pear (1). The youth 

Now I the itrength of Hercules behold , 
A tow'ring fpe&re of gigantic mold j 
• Gloomy as night he (lands in aft to throw 
Th' aerial arrow from the twanging bow. 
Around his bread a wond'rous zone is roll'd 
Vhere woodland monfters grin in fretted golds 
There fullcn lions fternly feem to roar , 
The bear to growl , to foam the tusky boaf , 
There war and havock and deftru&ion flood , 
And vengeful murder red with human blood. 

Ton, 

(1) Lancwas a lake of Scandinavia , remarkable f 
In the days of Oflian , for emitting a peftilential va- 
pour in autumn. <Ani thou , O valiant Duchomar, 
like the mifi of marshy Lano ; when it fails over the 
plains of autumn , and brings death to the people, 

JlNGAL , B. I. 

(i) By the honour of the /pear is meant a kind 
of tournament pra&ifed among the ancient northcrp 
nations. 

Vol.!. H 
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w*s lovely as the firft beam of the fan ;anJ 
few were they who could meet him in fight. 
— My heroes yielded to Cormalo : and my 
daughter loved the fon of Lano. 

Argon and Ruro returned from the chace; 
idie tears of their pride descended ; — They 
rolled their filent eyes oaRuna's heroes , be- 
came t^ey yielded to a Granger : three days 
theyjfeafted with Cormalo : on the fourth my 
Argon fought. — But who could fight with 
Argon I — jLano's chief was overcome. His 
heart fwelled with the grief of pride , and 
be refolved, in fecret , to behold the death 
of my fpns. 

They went to the hills of Runa , and par* 
Jued the dark-brown hinds.The arrow of Cor- 
malo flew .in fecret j and my children fell. He 
came to the maid of his love > to Inis-thona's 
^ark-haired maid.— They fl£d 6 ver the dd&rt 
—and Annir remained arone. 

Night came on , and day appeared ; nor Ar- 
foil's voice, not Ratio's came. At ievgth their 
much-loved dog is feen ; the fleet and bound- 
ing Runar.He came into the hall and howled, 
and fcemed to look towards theplace of their 
fell.— We followed him; we found chemheue: 
and laid them by this mofly #ream. This 
is die haunt of Annir , when the chace of the 
linds is over. I bend like the trunk of an aged 
joak above them : and my tears for tver flovr. 
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O Ronnani faid the rifing Ofcar , Ogar 
king of (pears I call my herpes to nay fide # 
the ions of ftreamy Morven. To-day we go 
to Lano's water , that fends forth the cloud 
of death. Cormalo will not long rejoice ? 
death is often at the point of our fwords* 

They came over the defart like ftotmy 
clouds , when the winds roll them over the 
heath : their edges are tinged with lightning: 
and the echoing groves forefec the ftorm. The 
horn of Ofcar s battle was heard ; and Laoo 
shook in all its waves. The children of the 
lake convened around the founding shield 
of Cormalo, 

Ofcar fought , as he wa$. wont in battle* 
Cormalo fell beneath his (word : and the font 
of the Jifmal Lano fled to their fecret va- 
les* — Ofcar brought the daughter of bus? 
thona to Annir $ echoing halls. The face of 
age was bright with joy ; he bleft the king 
of fwords* , 

How great was the joy of Oflian , when 
he beheld the diftant {ail of his fon ! It was 
like a cloud of light {hat rifes in the eaft t 
when the traveller is fad in a land unknown § 
and difroal night, wtfh her ghofls , is fit- 
ting around him. 

We brought him , wieh feng , to Selma'i 
kails. Fingal ordered the feaft of shells to b$ 

Hij 



I7t The WARoflNIS-THONA: 
fpread. A thouland bards raifed the name 
*>f Ofcar : and Morven anfwered to the noife. 
The daughter of Tofcar was there , antl her 
voice was Hke the harp ; when the diftanr 
found comes , in the evening , on the foftr 
milling breeze of the vale. 

O lay me , ye that fee the light f near 
fome rock of my hills : let the thick hazels 
be around , let the milling oak be near. Green 
be the place of my reft; and let the found 
of the diftant torrent be heard. Daughter of 
Tofcar , take the harp , and raife the lovely 
long of Selma ; that deep may overtake my 
foul in the midft of joy ; that the dreams of 
pry yotith may return , and the days of the 
mighty Fingai,. 

Selma 1 1 behold thy towers , thy trees, 
and shaded wall. I fee the heroes of Mor- 
ven ; and heaj the Cong of bards. Ofcar lifts 
the Iword of Cormalo ; and a thouland 
youths admire its ftudded thongs. They look 
with wonder on ray fon ; and admire the 
ftrength of his arm. They mark the joy of 
his father's eyes » they long for an equal 
feme. 

And ye shall have your fame , O fons of 
(treamy Morven. — My foul is often brighten- 
ed with the fong ; and I remember the com- 
panions of my youth. — But deep defcends 
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with the found of the harp ; and pleafant 
dreams begin to rife* Ye fons of the chace* 
ftand far diftant , nor difturb my reft. The 
bard of other times converfes now with his 
fathers , the chiefs of the days of old. — 
Sons of the chace , ftand far diftant j difturb 
not the dreams of Ofllant 



Hiij 




THE 

BATTLE of LORA; 
A POEM. 



ftVi 




THE 

BATTLE of LORA; 
A P .O E M.(i) 

O ON of the diftant land , who dwelleft 
in the fecret cell ! do I hear the founds of 



(i) This poem is compleat; nor does it appear 
from tradition , chat it was introduced , as an epi* 
fode , into any of Offian's great works. -. — - It if 
called , in the original , Dunn a Ckuldich , or the 
Culdefs poem , becaufe it was ad re (Ted to one of 
the firft Chriftian miffionaries , who were called » 
from their retired life , Cnldees , or fiaueftered 

per font. The (lory bears a near refemiblance to 

that which was the foundation of the Iliad, Fingal , 
on is return from Ireland , after he had expelled 
Swaran from that kingdom , made a feaft to alt 
his heroes : he forgot to invite Ma-romian and 
Aldo , two chiefs , who bad not been along with 
sum on his expedition. They refemed his neglctt j 
and went over to Erragon king ef Sora * a country 
of Scandinavia , the declared enemy of Fingal. The 
valour of Aide fbon gained him a great reputation 
in Sora : and Lorma the beautiful wife of Erra*- 
*gon fell in love with him.— -He. found means «> 
cfcape with her r and to come to Fingal , who 
tedded then in Selma on the weft em coaft. 
Erragon invaded Scotland , and was flain in battlr 
%y Gaul the f on of Momi , after he had rejected term* 
•f peace offered hira>y Fingal, rln this wafc 

H v 
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thy grove ? or is it the voice of thy fongs ? 
The torrent was loud in my ear, bat I heard 
i tuneful voice ; doft thou praife the chiefs 
of thy land ; or the ipirits (i) of the wind? 
•—But , lonely dweller of the rock ! look 
over that heathy plain : thou feeft green tombs, 
with their rank , whittling grafs ; with their 
ftones of mofly heads : thou feeft them , fo% 
of the rock , but Orfian's eyes have failed. 

A motmtain-ftream comes roaring down, 
and fends its waters round a green hill : four 
mofly {tones, in the midft otwkhered grafe, 
rear their heads on the top : two trees, which 
the ftorms have bent, fprcad their whittling 
branches around* — This is thy dwelling ,Er- 
fagon (x) j this thy narrow houfc : the found 
ofthy shells has been long forgot in Sora: aod 
thy shield 3s become dark in thy hall.-— Er- 
tagon, king of ships I chief of dHtant Sora! 
how hail t^ou fallen on our mountains (3)1 
How is the mighty low i 

Aldo fell , ra a Jingle combat , by the bands of 
kis rival Erragon; and the unfortunate Lonna after- 
wards died of grief. 

(1) The poet alludes to the religious hymns of 
the Culdees. 

(*) Erra&on t or Ferg-thonn, fignifies the rage of 
eh* waves ; probably ' a poetical name given him by 
Oflran himfelf 5 for he goes by the name of An* 
air in tradition. 

(3) The beauty of Ifrael is flam on thy high places' 
Iww are the mighty fallen I » Sam, iu ip$ ; 
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Son of the fecret cell ! doft thbH delight in 
fongs ? Hear the battle of Lpra ; the found o£ 
its fteel is long fince pafc So thunder on the 
darkened hill roars , and is no more. The firo. 
returns with his filent beams : the glittering 
rocks , and green heads of the mountains 
Cnile,/ 

The bay of Cona received our ships- ( i } ; 
from Ullin's rolling waves : our white sheets 
hung loofc to the mafts ; and the boifterous 
winds rpared behind the groves ofMorver* 
— The horn of the king is founded , and the 
deer ftart from their rocks. Our arrows flew, 
in the woods ; the feaft of the hill was fpreadL 
Our joy was greac on our rpdks^fcr the fall 
of the terrible Swaran. 

Two heroes were forgot at our feaft 5 an<J 
die rage of their bdfoms burned. They rolled 
their red lyes in fecret : xfcp figh burft frpm 
their breafts. They werefeen to talk together » 
and to throw their %ear$ on earth. They were 
two dark clouds, in the midft of our foy; like 
pillars of roift on the fettled fea : it glitters to* 
the fm ^ but the mariners (ear aftorn*. 

JTpw are the mighty fallen In the xaldft of tftff 
battle ! O Jonathan , thou waft {lain in thine htgb 
I places. l Sam. ii. m. 

w (i ) This was at Fingal's return from his war againiB 

I Swatao* 
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Raife my white fails , faid Ma-ronnarl, i 
them to the winds of the weft ; let us rush 
Aldo , through the foam of the northern w 
We are forgot at the feaft : but our arms 1 
been red in blood. Let us leave the hill 
Fingal , and ferve the king of Sora.— 
countenance is fierce , and the war dart 
round hisfpear. Let us be renowned, O Al 
in the battles of echoing Sora. 

They took their fwords and shields 
thongs > and rushed to Lumar's (bunding; 1 
They came to Sora's haughty king, thee 
of bounding (reeds. — Erragon had retut 
from the chace : his (pear was red in blood, 
bent his dark face to the ground: and whK 
as he went. — He took the (Grangers to 
feafts : they fought and conquered ia 
Wars. 

Aldo returned with his fame towards S« 
lofty walls. — From her tower looked 
(poufe of Erragon, the humid, rolling < 
of Lorma.— Her dark-brown hair flies on 
wind of ocean r her white bread heaves, 
{how on the heath j when the gentle wi 
arife , and (lowly move it in the light. She 

Jroung Aldo, lite the beam, of Sora's feti 
un. Her foft heart (ighed : tears filled 
eyes $ and her white arm fupported her h< 

Three days she fat within the hall , 
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coveted grief with joy. — On the fourth she 
fled with thje hero , along the rolling fea. — 
They came to Cona's moffy towers, to 
Fingal king of (pears. 

Aldo of the heart of pride ! faid the rifing 
king of Morven, shall I defend thee from the 
wrath of Sora's injured king} who will now 
receive my people into thek halls , or give the 
feaft of ftrangers , fince Aldo , of thelittle foul , 
Las carried away the fair of Sora? Go to thy 
tills, thou feeble hand , and hide thee in thy 
caves \ mournful is the battle we mud fight , 
with Sora*s gloomy king. — Spirit oftha 
noble Trenmor. I when will Fingal ceafe to 
fight ? I was born in the midft of battles ( z ) , 
and my fteps rnuft move in blood to my 
tomb, But my hand did not injure the weak , 
my fleel did not touch the feeble in arms. 
— I behold thy tempefts , O Morven, which 
will overturn my halls 5 when my children 
are dead in battle, and none remains to 
dwell in Selma.Then will the feeble come,, 
but they will not.know my tomb: my renown* 
is in the fbng: and my actions shall be as a 
dream to future times. 

His people gathered around Erragon , as 

1 (x) Comhal the Father of Fingal was (lain in 

^ battle againft the tribe of Morni , the very day 
that Fingal was born ; fo that he may > with pro- 
priety , be faid to have been, born in the mid/l of 
tattles. 
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the ftorms round the ghoft of night; when be 4 
calls them from the top of Morven, and 
prepares to poor them on the land; of the Gran- 
ger, — He came to the shore of Cona,and fens 
his bard to the king , to demand the combat 
of thousands ; or the land of many hills. 

Fingal &t in his hall with the companion* 
of his youth around hkn* The young heioc* 
were at the chace, and iardiftant in the defitft* 
The gray-haired chiefs talked of other times , 
and of the a&ions of their youth ; when the 
agedNarchmor ( r ) came , the king of ftrcamy 
Lora. 

This is no time, begun the chief, ro Leaf 
the fongs pf other years : Erragon frowns oa 
the coaft, and lifts ten thomand fVords* 
Gloomy is the king among his chiefs ; he , 
is like the darkened moon, amidft the meteors " 
ofnight. t 

Come, feid Fingaf, from thy hall, thotf ^\ 
daughter of my love ; come* from thy hall , '^^ 
Bofmina (2 J, maid of ftreamy Morven! Narth* 
nor , take the Aeeds (\) of the Grangers r 

(i) Neart-m& , great ffrtnph. Lera , noify. 

(i) Bof-mbina , fift and tender hand. She waf 
the youngeft of Fiugal's children; ] 

(3) Thefe were probably horfes taken in the j 
tncurfions of the Caledonians into the Roman pro* 
Tincc , which feems to be intimated in the phraft 
•f the ftctds ofjtrangcr* 
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an<f attend the daughter of Fingat : let her bid 
the kingof Sora to our feaft , to Selma's shaded 
wall*— -Ofier him, O Bofinina, the peace of 
heroes, and the wealth of generous Aldo; 
our youths are far djftaat , and age is on our 
trembling hands. 

She came to the hoft of Erragon , like a 
beam of light to a cloud, — In her right hand 
shone an arrow of gold ; and in her left a 
fparkling shell , the fign of Morven's peace* 
•—Erragon brightened in her pretence , as a 
rock before the fudden beams of the fun ; 
when they iflue from a broke* cloud, divided 
by the roaring wind. 

Son of the diftant Sora, begun the mildly 
blushing maid, come to the feaft of Morveas 
king, to Selma's shaded walls. Take the peace 
of heroes, O warrior, and let the dark tVord 
reft by thy fide. — And if thou chufeft the 
weakh of kings , hear the words of the gene- 
rous Aldo. — He gives to Erragon an hundred 
1 fteeds, the children of the rein; an hundred 
maids from diftant lands ; an hundred hawks- 
with fluttering wing , that fly acrqfs the sky- 
An hundred girdles ( x ) shafl alfo be thine , 

(i) San&ified girdles , till yery lately , were kepr 
in many families in the north of Scotland ; they 
were bound about women in labour » and were 
fuppo&d to alleviate their pains r and to accele* 
rate the birth. They were hnprefled with fcveral myf* 
tkal figures > and the ccfcmony of binding tmm 
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to bind high-bofomed women ; the ft 
the births of heroes , and the cure of i 
of toil. — Ten shells ftudded with get 
shine in Sora's towers : the blue 
trembles on their ftars, and feeros to be 
ing wine* — They gladdened once th 
of the world (3) , in the midft of their t 
halls. Thefe, O hero, shall be thine ; 
whitc-bofomed Ipoule* — Lorma shall 
bright eyes in thy halls 5 though Fing 
the generous Aldo : — Flngal! — wh( 
injured a hero > though his arm is ftro 

Soft voice of Cona! replied the kr 
him, that he (preads his feaftin vain 
Fingal pour his fpoils around me ; at 
beneath my power. Let him give 
fwords of his fathers , and the shi 
other times y that my children may 
them in my halls , and fay, a Thefe ; 
« arms of Fingal. » 

Never shall they behold them in thj 
faid che riling pride of the maid $ they 
the mighty hands of heroes who never i 
in war. — King of the echoing Sora! chi 
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the fill of thy people , fen of the diftant 
land? 

She came to Selma's filent halls ; the king 
fceheld her down-call eyts. He rofe from his 
place , in fcis ftrength , and shook his aged 
locks. — He took the founding mail of Tren~ 
nor, and the dark-brown shield of his fathers. 
Darkncfs filled Selma's hall, when he ftretched 
his hand to his (pear : — the ghofts of thou&nds 
were near , and fore&w the death of the people. 
Terrible joy rofe in the face of the aged 
heroes : they rushed to meet the foe ; their 
thoughts are on the adtions of other years ;and 
on the fame of the tomb. 

Now the dogs of the chace appeared at Tra- 
thal's tomb : Fingal knew that his young he- 
roes followed them, and he ftopt in the midft 
of his courfe. — O&ar appeared the firft;— 
then Morni's fon, and Nemi's race: — Fer- 
cuth [ i ] shewed his gloomy form: Dermid 
fpread his dark hair on the wind. Oman 
came the lair. O fon of the rock [ 2], I hum- 
med the fong of other times : my (pear fup- 
ported my iteps over the little ftreams , and 
my thoughts were of mighty men. Fingal 
ftruck his body shield ; and gave the difmal 
fign of war j a thoufand fwords, at once 

► , (1) Fear-cuch , the fame with Fergm, the man 
if the word , or a commander of an army. 

(1} The poet addteflei hiinfeif to the Culdec. 
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unsheathed, (i) gleam on the waving heath 
Three gray-haired fbns of fong raife th 
tuneful, mournful voice.— Deep and dark 
with founding freps,we rush ,a gloomy ridge, 
•long : like the shower of a norm when '» 
fours on the narrow vale. 

The king of Morvcn (at an his hill : tk 
tin-beam (*) of battle flew on the wind : the 
companions, of his youth are near , with all 
their waving locks of agec — Joy rofe in the 
hero's eyes when he beheld his loos in war; 
when he few them amidit the lightning oi 
~Iwords , and mindful of the deeds of thci 
fathers. — Erragon came on , in his fbength , 
like the roar of a winter ftream : the battle 
fells in his courfe , and death is at his fide. 

Who comes , faid Fingal , like t&e 1 
ing roe , like the hart of echoing ( 
His shield glitters on. his fide; and the < 
of his armour is mournful.— He meets i 
Erragon in the nrife I — Behold the battle 
the chiefs I — it is like the contending of g 
in a gloomy ftarm. — But falleft thou , i 

(i) He fpakc rfand to confirm his words < 
Millions of flaming fwords , drawn from t 
Of mighty Cherubim 5 the fudden blaxe I 
far round tlhimin'd hell. Hit 

{i) I have obferved in a former cote , tf 
standard of Fingal was called the fun-beatf 
iu being ftudded *uh ftoaes and gold, f 

r 
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•f tic hill , and is thy white bofom (tained 
\rith blood } Weep , unhappy Lorma , Aide* 
is no more* 

The king took the (pear of his ftrentgth; 
lor he was (ad for the fall of Aldo fhe Dent 
his deathful eyes on the foe ; but Gaul met 
the king of Sora. — Who can relate the fight 
o£ the chiefs ? — The mighty (Iranger fell* 

Sons of Cona ! Fingal cried aloud , ftop> 
the hand of death. — Mighty was he that lis 
now fo low I and much is he mourned in So- 
»! The (hanger will come towards his halls 
snd wonder why it is (iient. The king is 
fallen , O Granger , and the joy of his houfe 
is ceafed.— Liften to the found of his woods: 
perhaps his ghoftis there > but he is far diftam* 
*>n Morvcn , beneath the fwoxd of a foreign 
foe. 

Such were the words of Fingal , when the 
^pard raifed the (bng* of peace. We (lopped our 
Vplifted fwords , and fpared the feeble foe* 
Ve laid Erragon in that tomb; and Trailed 
the voice of grief : the clouds of night came 
tolling down , and the ghoft of Erragon ap- 
peared to Come. — His face was cloudy and 
dark $ and an half-formed £gh is in his breafh 
Sled be thy foul , O king ot Sora I thine am* 
w'Was terrible in war I 

. Lorma (at , iri Aldo*s hall % at the light of 
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ft flaming oak: the night came, but he did not 
return y and the foul of Liorma is fad. — What 
detains thee , huncer of Cona ? for thoudidft 1 I 
Dromife to return. — Has the deer beendiftant 
far ; and do the dark winds figh , round thee, 
on the heath ? I am in the land of Grangers , 
where is my friend i bat Alda? Come from 
thy echoing hills , O my beft beloved I 

Her eyes are turned toward the gate , and 
she liflens to the ruftling blaft. She thinks it i 
is Aldo'c tread, and joy rifes in her face:^' ^ 
* — bat forrow returns again , like a thin cloud 1 
on the moon,— And thou wilt not return , ray | a 
love ? Let me behold the fece of the hill. The | x 
moon is in the eaft. Calm and bright is the ; r 
breaft of the lake! When shall I behold hiH jj 
dogs returning from the chace ? When shall j ^ 
I hear his voice , loud and difVant on the ^ 
wind ? Come from thy echoing hills > hunter 
of woody Cona 



i 
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His thin ghoft appeared , on a rock , fike 1 1 
the watry beam of the moonr, when it rushes | 
from between two clouds , and the midnight j 
shower is on the field. — She followed the | 
empty form over the heath , for she knev ' * 
that her hero fell. — I heard her approaching * 
cries on the wind , like the mournfal voice 
of the breeze , when it fighs on the grafs of j 
the cave. ' 

She came, she found her hero : her vofcc 
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was heard no more : filent she rolled her fad 
eyes ; she was pale as a watry cloud , that 
rifes from the lake , to the beam of the moon* 

Few were her days on Cona : she funk 
into (he tomb :Fingal commanded his bards; 
and they fung Over the death of Lorma. The 
daughters (i) of Morven mourned her for one 
day in the year , when the dark winds of au- 
tumn returned. 

Son of the diftant land(x) , thou dwelled 
in rhe field of fame : O let thy fong rife , 
at times , in the praife of thofe that fell ; 
that their thin ghofts may rejoice around thee; 
and the foul of Lorma come on a moon- 
beam (i) , when thou Heft down to reft , and 
the moon looks into thy cave. Then shale 
thou fee her lovely $ but the tear is ftiil oq 
her cheek* 

(1) The daughters of Ifraei went yearly to la- 
ment the daughter of Jephchah the Gileadite four 
days in a year. Judges xi. 40. 

(1) The poet addreiTes himfelf to the Culdee. 

(1) Be thou on a moon-beam , O Morna , near 
the window of my reft $ when my thoughts are of 
peace » and the din of arms is over. 

Ping At, 8. I. 

The end of the firfi Volume, 
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